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some of them are deeply impressive, 

especially, perhaps, that of Fru Wangen, 
a tragic figure of a woman, never to be 
forgotten as long as memory lasts. 

, Its therhe is a noble one. That an etdl 
act is irrevocable, that no retractation and 
no penitence can wipe it out; that its 
consequences, arid the consequences of its 
consequences, must go on and on for ever— 
this may not be a new thing to say, but 
it is a fine thing to" have finely said. 

I might easily dwell on the passages,' and 
they, ate many, which have moved me tc 
: K’ highest admiration—thc passages witl 
the old pensioners, the passages.. (especi 


the last of them, at night and in bed 
the accused man and his- great 
this woxdd be a long.^sk 
a ^ai^ „ address myself t( 

be less 'gracife,'^^^^!^™^y 
When I ask rrivse]^^^^«S*. , ' ' 

of this book, ife ‘net 
teachjng, I am confronted bv a 
questions which I find it hard tn ' ' 

with enthnsiaam. , 



INTROBtrCTlOH 

■ - " This is - the story ^ of- a man 'who signs hjs 
Ihame bond for a friend^ and , then, when 

friend becomes , bankrupt, denies; that 
•:he- has done so and accuses the friend- of 
forgeiy. ' In the- end the innocent .man is 
committed to prison and the guilty one is 

- banqueted : by ' 

? ■ Sp .^ar the subject of the book cannot 
■v'ahtagotiixe anybody. That , the . right may 

- be: .worsted in the battle of . life and the 
J^'WTdng may. triumph is a fact of treniendous 
Vsighificaiicc, capable of treatment as great, 

.as, helpful, nhd .as stiraiilating as. that of 
; the Book of Job. It is against the moral 
draivn bv' the iuithdr from this fact of life 
that some of us may find reason to roj^. 
y;:r-'If:.I’rc^^ %yondcrfuI book it 

says; as its fmal word that a lijj?f^deceptipi3 
i 'ddesynot wl-ribys"^ l-wrdcn the 

; human/h^ hut expands arid 

■ ' softens, ft; may pass from lie 

th lih ri he Is &s 

' ^ and, having betrayed 

.into & belief in his innocence,, that 
J -W^rnay become genm>ous, unselfish, and 

.' TiriWip ;, ' , . 
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On the other hnnd, this book say;;, if 
1 do not nusundcrsland it, that the sense 
of innocence in an innocent ninn may bo 
corrupting and debusing: tlmi to prove 
himself guiltless a man may nnikc himself' 
guilty, and that nearly every good and true 
impulse of the heart may be whittled away 
by the suspicion and abuse of the world. 

I confess, though I am here to introduce-, 
this book to English readers, and do so. 
with gladness and pride, that this is teaching 
of which 1 utterly disapprove. It conflicts 
with nil my experience of life to thlnTc that 


a man may commit forgery, as Wangen 
Iocs, to prove himself innocent of forgery. 


..ltd that a man may become imselfish, as 
■Vorby'-'h^mes unselfish, by practising the 
j."jjjg*j^selfisli^diijdicityl If I had to believe 
alsNltavc to believe that there 

heart of „an, no 

is only a jugsling fend, 

or the artrat to show by u-hat n«ohi„atfo“ 





Xi 

of demon of drcumstrmce f he bnd mm: 
raaj' be rmsed tip to honemr ond ibe 
mnn bronglit down lo snrimr^ bid J obr 
hold it to be the fu-si rmd duly 

the aetisl to ehow that victory may be v,'orH' 
tlmn defeat, success more to be feared lliar 
Faikiirt*, and that it is bcUer to lie with the 
Ju'st: man on his dun^jmll than l<i sit with 
the evil one on his throne. 

That is, in my view, what gr<;Ai art h 
for—lo lift us above and beyond the tran- 
sient fact, the mere semblance and form 
of things, and stiow the essence of truth 
which life so often hides. With.ont it I 
find no function for ,art except that of 
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Academy of France has lately crowned 
“ The Power of a Lie,” for both its morality 
and its excelling power are of the kind 
which at the present moment appeal niost 
strongly to the French mind. That they 
.will also appeal to a certain side of the 
Anglo-Saxon .mind I confidently believe; 
and I am no less snre that however a reader 
may revolt against certain aspects of the 
teaching of this fine book, he will find that 
it stirs and touches him and makes .him 
think. . ' 

11. c. -. 

Isii 01- Max. 
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CHAPTER I 


The niglit was falling as ICmit Korby 
drove homewards in his sledge from a meet- 
ing of the school committee. The ice on 
Lake Mjoseii had not been safe for some 
little time, and he had promised his toTc 
to go round by the high-road. But various 
annoyances in the course of the day had 
irritated the old man, and down by the 
..craggy promontory he suddenly tightened 
the reins and turned off on to the ice. “ It 
has borne others already fco-day,” he thought, 
‘* and there is no reason why it shouldn’t 
bear me.” The horse pricked up its ears, 
and stepped timidly over the rough ice ; 
but Knut roused it Avith a smart touch of 
the Avhip, and the sledge bounded from 
’ hummock to hummock until it reached 
the smooth, shining sui-face of the lake. 

'VVlien one amioyance follows close upon 
another, the feeling induced is like that of 
a blow frilling npon a pkee >yhere there jc 
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a -n-ound already. First of all, to-da;^, the ' 
old man had been outvoted in a School 
committee matter ; it was against , that 
wretched parish schoolmaster. ' When.- in 
the midst of this annoyance, his ls.on-m- . 
law came and asked for a fresh Advance 
upon his inheritance, it seemed to j the old,... 
man lilce donmright extortion ; but when, 
an hour later, he heard that Wangen,/ 
the merchant, had failed, the, couple of' 
thousand krones for which he himself was 
liable assumed the proportions of an' oyer- , 
■whelming calamity. “-I shall soon be keep-- 
ing half the parish,” he thought. People - 
reallj’’ seem to be doing their very best to 
rob me of my last shilling.” , , , 

The horse was a long, black stallion, 
■with a red-bro^wn wa^vy mane and easy; 
motion. The old man himseK was almost 
ludden in a great bearskin coat with dha 
collar -turned up. The darkness was begin- 
ning to fall out on the ice, .and one by one 
lights appeared -in the farms upon the 
. snow-covered coimtry surrounding the bay.- 
“ And how Avhen my.^wife gets to kndw- 
of this ? ” he thought, as the sledge-bells 
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and the ice. ilew from ibc horse’s 
hoofs. ' 'He bad put his lumie to .Warigeu’s 
pajp^ir Wvitiiout, her knowledge. It must- 
have .been about three or four years ago, 
hnxlj tb'e guarantee was to help Wangen 
to larger .credit with a merchant in 

the^eapita!. . And even, earlier than , that, 
he 'had promised his wife not to;stand aurcty 
for' an3’''-one at all, for they, had lost , <30110 
enough, ; And now? “IIow in the world 
did .'he,' rnahage io -fool me that lime?’' 
tliought, IvmAv "Htit, the wisest men' 
lAyc : their -. weak niomcnts when they are 
gCHxl von'd kind. They were both in tcjwn, • 
and.; W<ingcn. had, stood a good dinner nt 
the '^Garl .Johan Hotel. And afterwards— 
this happened. That had been an expensive 
dinner 1 , And nov/ with the feeling of dread 
at the; prospect ^oC having to stand shame- 
faced ybetore his wife, and confers that -he 
had 'bfokea his v.'ord, Norby felt a rising 
dislike to .Wangen, who was of .course to 
blame ;fdr it ail. “He knew what, he was 
&lx)ut,: that felloWj with Hts dinner ! ” And 
ui'vbiuntariiy the old man began to recall 
k/nmhber of 'bad tlungs about. Wangen ; 
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there was a kind of self-defence in tJeMng 
enraged with him. J - 

The shadows of the fo-trees grew.-Tjlack, ■ 
and the stars came out; wdiile 4 fiery 
streak in the west glowed through the 
daricness and thrcM' a glare upon ;the' ice. 
It shone upon the plating of the harness 
and sledge, and east long shadows of man 
and horse, that steadily kept pace with 
their o^vners. Scarcely a living being was 
to be seen on the desolate expanse. A - 
solitary fisherman was visible at his hole 
far out, where the red reflection met the 
, pointed shadows of the mountains ; and 
out at the promontory might be seen . a, 
little dot of a man moving out from the 
land, , dragging a sledge after him. ■ ' ' 

“ And Herlufsen of Rud ! Won’t he be, 
delighted I ” ’ 

Norby, being himseK of a combative 


disposition' and hard in his dealings with, 
others, imagined -that a number of persons 
were always on the watch to pick a quarrel 
with him. If he did a good stroke of busi- 
ness in timber, his first feeling v/as one of 
satisfaction as , he thought ; How they 
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[jwUTen'^‘ 'r^^ , And-in imfortunate trans- 

[v^tions i he did • not . care a rap aiDout the 
f^mbhey;^hh lost^ he .was only troubled at 
f,;the ; thought ,.t^ it was now the turii of 
.^jother/’people , to exult. . . ’ . * - . 

1^:; JEIe;.was,nbw but in the middle of the ice, . 
fVj^dv^had . -passed from the iiery reflection . 

dnio-Hho dark, shadoAvs. The - horee heard . 
.^j Sl^ge-bells ' near the shore, and without 
slackening its pace , raised its head aiid 
‘hheigh'ed. :" Suppose the ice were to give 
;V;Way'l.’^: thought the old man, with a bold' 
v^smyer. of apprehension. His father,’ a. 
X'Jy^ealthy i bid; peasant, was once , driving a 
kheavy load of polished granite blocks across 
the , lake. : ,, Whe^ the ice began to give loud 
;; ...reports ,and,tb bend, under the -weight, the 
: ;bld mhii, ’unwilh to throw ; off an 5 ’’, of the 
.'-{valiiable blpcks in ord^^ to lighten the load, 
;;f>knhlt ' .down- and prayed : ■ If only Thou 
, rwilt'let m to land. I’ll send ten 

" bushels, ^of m barley to the pastor.’’ 

, : He; got. to land ; ,bnt when he stood on the ; 
Iy<;shbre;'- he looked , back across the; ice with. . 
b_>;^chuckl€f/ saying : ‘‘ I: had Him there I ” 
.1- , And ' -the; pastor got no. .barley • 
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The sledgc-bclls rang out their filear, 
bright, silvery tones, but all tlic time iKe old 
man sat thinking the ice vas giving way.' 

“ If I go through, it will probably be 
because I didn’t want to go to the .saerament 
next Sunday,” he thought ; for when he 
left home he had half promised his wife.; 
to call at the clerk’s and give in their names 
for the sacrament. B»it at the last moment , 
the old pagan had come to life within him, 
and he had driven past the clerk’s house, 

“ It’s against my conscience,” he had 
said to himself. “ I don’t believe in the 
sacrament, scarcely in the reclcniption even,” 

There were two different men in Eaiut. 
Norhy. One of these had acquired ideals 
at school, at, the parsonage, in his travels; 
and from all kinds of books. But when,v 
on the death of Ms father, Knut had had. , 
to take over the farm, he had little b3'" 
little developed some traits . of his father's 
character. The old man still seemed pre- 
sent among the farm-hands, in the’^barik- 
books, in the great forest, in unsettled 
ba,rgains, and above all in the Norb^' family’s 
standing in the covmtry-side. It seemed 
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1 j 

naWal to Knut to continue to be a part 
of bis father, and often, 'when he was about 
to settle some new timber transaction, be 
would suddenl}'^ feel as if he actual^ were 
that father, and would involuntarily see 
with-" his father’s eyes, use .his father’s 
artifices, and have his father’s conscience. 
The other) Knut Norby busied himself with 
' books and udth political and religious ques- 
tions, whenever the first had notliing to do- 
' “ I ought to have given in our names for 
that sacrament all the same,” he said to 
himself, when he saw that he was still a 
,long- way from the shore. “ It’s all very 
well with ideas and that' sort of thing ; 
but it’s not at all certain they’ll be enough 
when we come before the judgment-seat.” 
However, there 'would still be time to send 
word to the clerk, if only he got safely 
to land. 

. .'At last he reached the firm, frosty high- 
road, and breathed freely once more. He 
let the horse walk, as it was in a perspiration ; 
but it wanted to get home to its stable, 
and soon broke into a trot again. 

~ In .. the ^ wood the. sledge-beUs sounded 

r 
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loud and clear. The fir-trees stretched theii 
snow-laden branches overhead, leaving here 
and there n glimpse of the starry sky above. 

Norby vas now passing farms with light! 
in the windows. The largest of them 
standing up on the hill, was Rud, whicl 
Norby’s enemies maintained was larger tbai 
Norby’s place. It w'as here that his grea 
rival lived, the wealth}' Hlads Herlufsci 
of Rud. 

Norby could see this farm from his ovn 
sitting-room window: and as time wen 
on it became impossible for him to thin! 
of Herlufsen ivithout seeing in his mind’ 
eye Iiis farm-biuldings, the woods around 
the hiW hehind— the whole thing like 
troll with its head towards the sky ; and i 
was all Mads‘ Herlufsen sitting there an 
keeping watch upon Norby. 

“And now when he hears this, how’ h 
will exult I ” - 

. His worries, which had vanished in th 
possibility of danger out on the ice,' no' 
returned, and he recollected having, see 
Wangen intoxicated on several occasions’ i 
town. “ And that’s the man I’ve helped ! 
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j At last he' tiirhcd ■ up' an avenue,- at the 
rcfid of iWhich could be ■seen the dark mass 
■■of.rthe Nofby ; buildings against the hr-, 
.^.clad ; sld|)e.; ;;'Ih the - large ' dwelling-house 
■ there, were, lights Jn ' onty - two >or three of 
■,.Lhe vdhdows, . ' A large black dog camebound- 
';ing 5 tpwards. Knut with ■ ■ delighted barks^ 
f ieajiing ; up in front of the horse, which 
•'^snapped \at ' it.: ''I'..' 

came with a/ lantern, 
and^/held the hdrse.'whiie Norby, stiff with 
/ sitting , 'still so long, got , slowly . out , of the 
/iledge..’:'' //' ;■/'' ■ • 

1; . .^Beams- pf, flickered across the show 
; from lanterns passing in and^out of- the doors 
\’;pf the-co'iysheds and stables that surrounded 
, - the;: large , farrh-yard ^ on three sides. To 
I'tiie' left of. the barn^stoqd a, sepamte little 
.';-'-dweliihg-;iiduse, in which lived' as pensioners 

whorh Norby . wpnld 
; ,nott'alldw to become; a . burden,; upon- the 
-;;pmshi' ;■ /'• '-t ; ;>;■ 

; “ a .cloth dyer the’ horse, and, don’t 

,v;giyef :him - water just ..yet,’’ said he. to" the 
-stableman, '.as,. W'hipln' hand, he trainped.up 
';'the ;iteps to the , house, followed by the dog. 


CHAPTER II 

JiLvMT Norby was prond— %vith the peasant 
Vi^onieBj because ' she looked do%vii upon 
them, and with ’ the wives of the local , 
authorities, because she was afraid, they 
might look down upon her. ■ ' . 

“ Oh, of course,” she would say with her 
own peculiar smile, “ v/e who live in the 
country know nothing at all! ” 

” You are late,” slie said, wiien ICnut 
came in. She was sitting with her knitting , 
in the little room between the kitchen and ' 
the large sitting-rooms. She wore a little 
cap upon her silvery hair, like the pastor’s 
wife; and her face was refined and hand- 
some, with a firm mouth and prominent chin.' ' 
, “ The school meeting was a lengthy one,” 
said Knut, as he stood rubbing his hahds 
in front of the stove. . • , \ 

“How did it go ?” she asked, meaning 
the matter that she knew ICnut had wanted 
to carry in the school committee that day. 
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Ventijof cotirseV as- badly as it cotild ; 
go;-’ ; ’said-'^lijitit, • turning: his ' back to the , 

thou^^ :lie saw a . sarcastic gleam 
in . his wife’s ' eye ' wdiea .he faced, her, and 
nis;angei:>rose. ' .Was^i^ enougn to have 
had Itraiigers -worrying him to-day, without, 
haymg.his owii people begin too ? ; .Of cb-arse 
shev.tWnght , hinl ' a poor creature i and 
■what .;wpuld she say. - when she heard about 
j\y^'geh> ' 

liie you - always, lose, 
•I^ut,’.’. she' said, - sticking a knitting-needle 
ijifolier. hairC ' ' • - . ' 

Always? 7N0, indeed I do not 1” 

She, knew that tone, and added adroitly, 
^aSr- she'.-, took;, the loiitting-heedle . out.;agaih 
And .weht-on kmtting:'; • . 

/ Yes, you are al-ways so much too good, 
%hile, those Iwho don’t possess : a penny, 
and ,dbh’ t ' pay a farthing in taxes;' govern 
ns'^and. border us about, and we .have , just 
:to-;.say,rt^hapk you and- pay,’’; , - , ; ■ ,; 
,■ -"aVhealing. balni, as' she 'ga-^e 

.e^r^sibji "tq the v^ry .s<^ntihieht that.Nbrby 
;;]^^elL whs ,ac^ to . pyopo-und. , - 
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I suppose youH'c heard whal has hap- 
pened to Wangen,” she said, smiling grimly ; 
at her Icnitting. 

“ She knows it. then, confound it ! ” 
thought the old man. He wxis standing in 
front of the stove with his hands behind 
him, black-bearded, bald, with his blue 
serge coat buttoned tightly across hi.s broad 
chest. His large head drooped wearily upon 
his breast, and be glanced at bis wife from . 
beneath his eyebrows. He did not -fed 
equal to any explanations this evening.' 
He had been out in the cold for several - 
hours, and the warmth of the house made 
him feel increasingly heavy and sicepyi 
“ Yes, indeed ! ” he said with a yawn.4 ^ 
“ who would have thought of such a thing • 
happening ? ” - . . 

She gave a little scornful laudu 
“It seems to me you have pi’ophesied. 
it often enough of late,” she said. “ But , 
you may be glad you’ve had nothing to do - 
with him,” ‘ 

“She doesn’t know,” thought Norhy,' 
with a feeling of relief. 

“Ye-res,” he growled in an uncertain 
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tonf ofrvMcer dropping once more, 

Hfe %as' not . equal ' to • Either tHe sacrament 
inatter or- Wangen this evening. / . . 

Hewing a.t that moment a .well-knom 
'laiigh in the adjoining ,room, ;het,todk the 
oppoitimity' of slipping out.. ' \ / 

.. -'Pi^en .he , entered the next ' .room, hi: 
daughterdhdaw. was , sitting , by a steaming 
bath in:. the middle of Ahe-^floor, ' occupiec 
in , ' imdressing her two-year-old ., son, pre 
-paratory to giving him his bath. , ' , 

The old'hiah :paused. at the door, and hii 
tired .face suddenly lit up; > : . 

^;;A‘-Who is 'that ? ” ashed the fair-hairei 
young mother, lodldng at the child. , Th< 
;hdy. Idokedi.at his grandfather with large 
'round',; eyes, and .laughed . a little , shyly 
but ho sooner was his vest dra^vn over hi; 
head than he wriggled down^ to the flod: 
.W rim .to -Norby. ; Oh gaining his liberty 
hpweyeiv he discovered the fact that ,h 
- was naked, and this was even; more interest 
•ihg vthari his’ grandfather. He began t< 
. run back\vards and fonyarda upon the flooi 
: slapping his little body and laughing. The] 
he caught - sight of his small breasts, an< 
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touched them with his forefinger, then , 
evaded once more the grasp of his mother, 
who tried ' to catch him, and laughed in 
triumph as he escaped. The , old man 
, was obliged , to sit down and laugh too. ' 
“Well, I shall go and get something 
good from grandfather!” said his mother; 
and in a tn inkling the boy had climbed’ 
upon the old man’s knee, and began an 
investigation of all his pockets, until a. 
packet of streets was brought to light. ,■ 
Tire boy’s name was Knut, of course. 
His father, Norby’s eldest son,, had been 
thrown from his sledge and lulled when 
driving home from Lillehammer fair before 
the boy was bom ; and ever since the old 
man had had a horror of strong- drink. ^ 

A secret worry very quickly assumes the 
dimensions of an ■ actual misfortune. Just 
because the old man was tired and w'anted 
to be left in peace,. he felt the explanation 
-he must have with his -wife to be doubly 
painful. "With his grandchild he always 
became a child liimself ; but this evening 
he could see nothing but Wangen aU, the 
time, and’ this irritated him. While he 
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sat'^l'^d ■ .smUed^^a^ j lie >s\idderily; 

glanced asidcj, as much : . to say :: “ C^- 

npt; yo^ me. im peace even- here ? ’’ 

Wangen,, penetrated, as it were, .. into the 
old.man-s.iioly, of holies/, and 'Norhy wanted 
to ;turn liim , out. He 'began tp look' upon 
Wahgeh,. as his enemy /because ’he.' had 
brought dissension into' his house, and be- 
cause-'J^orby , had been- guilty, ,'of ja .little 
deeeptioh towards his- wife, which would 
now have to he unveiled. ■ ' ' 

/< ;‘*>‘Np\yr it’s ; time .fob ;the. bath,”.' said the 
rhotheri/ taldng -u^ boy, and while he 

splgsliedv.hhd ' screamed in ‘ the Water, • the 
bldhiah stood as'he always did, And laughed 
until:, the ; t^^s" I’ah down his cheeks: • , But 
.aU the: tiinehe:had.;a:dim vds of Wangen’s 
hrickfieids, aiid remembered how last; auturim 
Wahg'eii;had instituted ah eight-hours: W;6rk- 
ing-day. ,It ■ was ■ .just like the ,,fool I , ./It 
:w;ould he"a nice -thing to be a farmer if such 
mad ide^spreadand made labom conditions; 
hyeh: , worse , hhan:' they wAre I , .W 
he';yrphdef ed .at if such men went bankrupt :? 
JBht it,; fault .if . Waugeh; said 
:indre: than he 'm'eantl.on that /subject when 
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it was a question of inducing people to stand 
surety for him. And the old man began 
to pace the floor. • 

“ Won’t grandfather say ■ good-night to 
us ? ” said his daughter-in-lan% as the old 
man went to the' door as if about to, rush 
out in a rage'. Norby woke up. The boy 
was j-eady for bed, and was stretching out' 
his arms towards him. 

The family had supper in the little room 
between the kitchen and the large, rooms. 
Since the new house had been built, they 
had been literally homeless, for none of 
them were at ease in the large,' sparely 
furnished rooms, and they were too much 
cramped for space in the little room. The 
hanging lamp with its glass, pendants shed 
its light upon the tea-things and the white 
cloth, and a large copper kettle shone upon 
the old sideboard, . Five people sat down 
to supper. There were the two daughters, 
Ingeborg and Laura, who sat one on each 
side of their father; opposite him sat his 
wife, with a silver chain about her neck, 
and a reserved, expression on her face, 
and her daughter-in-law by bet side. Tirey 
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still had one son living, hut he was in Clnris- 
tiania studying philology. 

“I must get you to put out my forest 
clothes this evening,” said Norby to Inge- 
horg ; I must go and see to the timber- 
felling in the morning.” 

Ingeborg was the good angel of the house. 
Her fianc6, a young doctor, had been found 
dead in his bed tliree days before their 
wedding, and since then she had never been 
the same. Although she was not much 
more than five-and-twenty, her hair was 
sprmlvled with grey, her cheeks were hollow, 
and her eyes had a timid, far-away look 
m them. She was worrying alreadj* as 
to what would become of her when her 
< parents died ; and in order to run no 
risk of being left %vitli a bad conscience, 
she was constantly occupied in attending 
to their wants, -was the first up in the 
morning, was always busy in the kitchen 
and larder, shed tears of despair when 
she had forgotten anything, and in spite 
of all Lhis thought herself quite useless in 
the house. 

“ Do you eat as inelegantly when you are 
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in town as you do here ? said the mother 
to Laura, looking sternly at her. 

Lama looked a little embarrassed, , and 
tried to tlirow an obstinate lock of hair dfi 
her rosy face; but she was not long in 
regaining her cheerfulness. 

She went to school in town, and now began 
to talk about her old teacher and her 
mincing ways, her snuff-box and her inky 
fingers. “ Dear children,” she mimicked, 
making an exceedingly fuimy face, and 
pretending to take a pinch of snuff ; “ do 
sit still and don’t give me so much trouble t 
Her sister-in-law laughed, showing . as .she 
did so the absence of a front tooth ; her 
mother, could not help smiling, and even, 
the old man glanced merrily at the lively 
girl. -v. 

" I -nTll Avrite to him to-moiTowv” he said 
to himself as he emptied his cup. “I 
am sure it was not more than tu'o thousand, 
and if there is more ” , . ' 

IVhen at last he got into bed in his room 
on the first floor, he put out the fight on the 
table by his bedside, and yawned w'earily. 
“ I’ll pretenid, to be asleep when she comes: 
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Up/ ; said ; to ' rliiiiiseif, ^ ^ 

be ; Spared .^bbih' : ^crambnt “ and ’ ^ar^ntee '■ 
f6r;pus'.CT:enmg;” 

/ Jay looking, at tiie red gloV from the; 
iialf-.eic)se{i';‘<h:atighr 'the '.st6ye,:; the d 
bpehed^v^^nd - 'iiam'a '^She 

seated • hdrself bii; the • edge ;.-of , heK'fatherV; 
bed,. 'siroked .iiik' Beard t^o, or; three : times, 
and:. -then . cdnfided; to. , him dn ‘ a vwhispCT 
tliat .^r, monthly ; accoimt ' %as '-in ' temble 
disorder. ;Heri mother hhd^'nbt gone -byer ' 
it-yet,i. but shd might ask fpt it/any; day • 


Aiid., you : think ^ you . can ...cheat ' me': , as ' 
much ’as’.you like,, do you ?"” said; the oid; 
man-fibnr.his'piHows. V The :child ;with^ew 
.her Jiaiid Trpih his beard in some- confusion,;: 
hut -Ke; caught ,it^^^ as he felt , how small ; 
aiid soft h yvas, he said in a'sleepy yoice’f • 
5,; “ ;Ybii' must \,come'; intp my, office ,tb- 
hibrfmvy then,\ancl we shall- see ! ” . - ' 'i . 


"r'The -^rl . stroked , his beard once ‘.more,- 
and ;Iaid her pheck' against his, for ^he feew', 
how, that lieh deficit , woffid be tnade ,gobd. ' 
;;She iidd -scarcely’, gone. when : the,/ door' 
operied again. - The ‘ old ■ man ' hastily - closed 
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his eyes ; but it was Ingeborg with' the 
clothes he had asked for \ipoi\ her arm. , 
“ Isn’t some one crossing the yard with 
a lantern ? ” asked her father, seeing a 
light upon the blind. , 

“ Yes, it’s the dairymaid,” said Ingeborg ; 
“she’s expecting a calf to-night.” 

And now Ingeborg too came and sat 
upon his bed; - 

“There’s something I , must tell .you, 
father,” she began softl5^ “ ^Vhen I was 
at the post-office to-day, 1 heard that 
Lawyer Basting had been declaring that 
you would suffer too by this failure... 1 
didn’t dare to tell mother until I had 
spoken to you about it.” 

The old man had made up liis mind to 
be left in peace for this evening, so lie said : 

“ Poor Basting ! He’s always got some- 
thing or other to chatter about.” . . 

“I was sure it was rmtruc,” said Ingeborg, 
rising ; and after drawing the blind farther 
down, she quietly left the room, again. .. 

The next morning, before Norb}’’ rose, 
his wife asked him whether he had remem-, 
bered to call at' the clerk’s. Upon his saying 
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that, he, Had not, ^ a- scene ensued^ and Marit 
left; the rooni, slamniing. the dbor,' behind 
her, - and threatening to . go to the sacrament 

HlpneJ^'; T j-',. 

Norby . iay in: bed; longer than, usual, “for, 
whenj Marit; was thbroiighly roused, ' as . she- 
was to-day she would , sometiihes ' not utter 
a , word , for a: week at a time ; ' and. then 
neither of . them ; was willing , to . . stoop low' 
enough to be the first, to bridge the, gulf 
that separated them, and break the silence.' 
; -t'Pheri at.'.last he came- down and . \yent 
out into' the,. yaid, one of the men, came up 
to him ; and asked with' a knowing smile 
w^hether it were really true that Wangen had 
forged.' somebody ’s^.signatiire. v, . , , 

“ It would, be very like him ifdie> had ! 
said , Norby, looking up, at the sky’ to see 
if it were, weather for tree-^felling; .The nian, 
who was busied in shovelling the. snow froni 
the^Toadi leaned .upoh his spade, and looking 
askance at the did manj continued : , . 

“ We’ye. heard that it’s your name: 
;He’s ;been boasting, that it’s , Norby himself 
that is sprety for hirn ; but, how we. hear 
;frbm the;, house servants . that ■ it’s ,a lie,’ 
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, “ It's no business of that idiot’s anyhbv.- 4 
.thought the old roan, and passed on without - 
answering. ‘ ' - ; - ■ 

But on going round by the barn, w'here 
threshing was in progress, he had the .same" 
question of Wangen’s forgery put to him.' 
He still made no answer, but plunged his 
hand into the grain at the back of the 
machine, whereupon an. old labourer said; 
as he scratched his head: 

“ Well, w'ell ; haven't I always said that • 
man would see the inside of, a prison some ' 
day ? ” ■ ■ . 

This, however, made Norby a little imeasy;, 
“If it comes out that ! have circulated a' 
report like that,” he thought, ' he can - 
make it rmpieasant for me, , and give people 
enough to talk about.” .He was on the 
point of nipping the report in the bud 
by .explaining mattci-s, when he caught' 
sight, through the barndoor, of the smith 
going along the road -with a sack upon, his 
hack,' ‘ 

“Has the smith been in . here,? ”■ he, 
asked. ' . ... - . 




' Voices amidst ' the;’iTjistlmg; of straw, in- ^tlie 
^•half-darkriess.':-,.; " V.,.'- 'C-'' ' 

Tlibii Se knows it-tqo thought Npfby ; 
and by the' eyehihg it will be all over the 
; parish. : I must ^ stop 'the. smith I-r^Why^ 
, he „was,‘r to have , conic and done the ; new 
■^sledges I” he said aloud ^ a pretext for. 
rushing out- hud, hastening do^vn the road 
-hfter- the..smith.' V'.. 

. : The: snow-plough bald not been .driyeh 
.•aiohg the rbad since thefaU dming the nighty 
: :and-,it was heavy walldng • and stiir heavier 
'running. . The farther - the ' old : man-.; rah, 
the angrier-he became. “ Here; am i run- 
-hing like < a ; madman,” he thought, •* and 
^ ml -because - I’ve h'e^^ that' rogue !-v01a, 
Ola ! ” hb . shoiited; -waving his .hand. 

; But the sack on the smith’s back’ could 
. uieither seC iior hear, and the, , old man . had 
:,.to goy bn running. , The tale - must .be 
stopped,; or he .might have to pay dearly 
■';for-it.-, V.b-.'- 
. . At : iast’;;the, sniith stopped because ' he 

; ’ ihet n man on sId ; but; before Norby came 
:Up..to.' them- the man had gone; oh down 
:;:the- hill. 


“ What’s this 1 hear ? ” said the smith, 
advancing a few steps towards Norhy, \ 
“ That Wangcn is a nice felJow, he is ! 
He’s fleeced me Loo. I’ve just got a MU ' 
from him for n sack of rvc-flour that . I 
paid for dorni ! ” - 

' “It’s- a lie!” cried Norby, thinking of' 
the forger}’-, and breathless after his. mn.' 

“ A lie ? No, indeed it’s not ; it’s as 
true as I’m standing here ! ” said the smith, 
thinking of his floiir. 

But now the old man recollected the niah 
on ski. 

“ Did you tell that man about Wangen ? ” ; 
he asked. 

“ Yes, indeed I did,” said the smith. . 
' “ All, they’re bad times, these ! ” 

Norby wiped the perspiration. from; his 
face, removing his cap and wiping the crorvn 
of his head. Ms he turned and gazed after' 
. the man on ski, who was now gaily scudding 
down towards the fjord, raising a cloud of 
snow as he went. And . that story ivas 
flying down with him! 

Knut Norby stood there utterly helpless, 
gazing after him. 
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“ It/s no use now my making a fool of 
ifnyself eltker to tlie; ,smitl\ or the men,” 
he said to iumself,; “ for the devil hinrself’s^ 
.gone off with the report, and I’m in.-a 
fpretty fix ! ■” , . , , - 

You were calling to me, weren’t you ? ” 
said tile smith. “ Was there anything you 
■;Wanted , , • . ; • . . ' - 

; “ Y'es, there was ! ’’ cried the old. man, 
/turning 'upon him angrily. “ Confound you ! 

'. You’ve promised for months past to come 
•.and fix up my sledges ; but you’re a. rascal, 

- that’s .what you are ! You OAve me money' 
uiid you wonh pay. I’ll set the bailiff upon 
. you this, very day!” And Norby set off 
homewards, leaving the smith standing v,ith 
his sack oh his back, staring after him. 

“ This forgery nuist . have made liim , 
' daft 5 ’’ iic thought, as he turned and went 
' Slowly on his way, . , ' . . 


CHAPTER in 

As plodded homewards, he felt like 

a man whose hat has been blown, of£ his, 
head, and who cannot find out which -way- 
it has gone. He could not conceive ho\v, 
this Tumour about . Wangen’s forgery '.had': 
^sen, but at the same time he felt .that 
in reahty he himself, was responsible for it. 
It was of course the worn en-foUc who had'; 
misunderstood him yesterday eveiimg when 
he was tired and wanted to be quiet: • And 
then it had gone by way of the Idtchen' td 
the farm-hands. And by the , evening ■ the - 
whole parish would be full of the , story-' 
for It. would be qmte a tit-bit to carry’, 
about. AndWangen ? Of course he would 
take the opportunity to bring an action': 
agamst Norby. He ahnost . vdshed' he had - 
had a rifle m his hand, so that, he could- have’ 
shot the , man on sJci, who: was flying along 
wity that confounded story -If he^hhd not 
exisuedy K'orby would -have had the hard • 
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i j task ’of going: to iis meja and, sa3dng i ,‘f TJiis - 
is a . misunderstanding ,,ab^ ^ Wangen. . I 

-..am'.actualty surety .fok liim ; .he has hot ., 
; fqrgcd'my signature.”, y'But now there would ^ 

- be the whole parish to go; to, and' the tliought ; 
of ikrnade' him' furious. • > • . ■ . - ■ ' 

„ \ Hd first , turned his .steps towards the- 
d kitchen’ entrance, to ^ve the maid-servants 
■ a, scoldingi but ; stopped half-way iacross 
? . tlie yard. , ‘' If there’s going to be,, any , 
unpleasantness oyef^this,” he thought, “ I. ‘ 
sh^khave to bear the brunt of .itj^aften aU,, ^ 
;;and I- suppose- I’m master in , my house;”' 

Nothing came of Ms projected forest 
.-/excursion- that; day. He ; went , instead to 
the stables, ., and .threa;tened ., to discharge ' 
the stableman because, a young horse was 
;;badty, .curried. 'Then he suddenlj* made 
his, appearance in the barn, just when the 
...rneii were taking a rest, and gave: them a 
.talking to. Finally he went into his office ' 

' Imtd began : to. WTite dunning, letters to a,' 

^ number of Ms debtors. . , . : 

; " J ; shall ;be fined; of. .course, and shall ’, 

\.:perhaps have rto , make a retractation in 
' ;the newspaper,” was Ms ' thought . all the 
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time he was miting. “ This is all one 
gets for helping such goodrfor-nothings— 
domestic scenes, loss of money, and' hi. 
addition to that you make a fool of your- 
self and lose your good name ! ” ■ - - ' 

The door 'opened, and to his great aston- 
ishment lilarit entered. If she v'as going 
to break the silence alread}', something 
■unusual must be at the bottom of it. /She 
had better not come too and wn^ry -bim 
about this ! 

She stood erect, with both hands hanging 
do^vn and her chin thrust forward, and 
began in a vibrating voice : ' ‘ . 

I can see you intend to keep tliis from 
me, but I just want to ask jmu whether 
you ' are going to report him to the 
bailiff,”' ‘ 

Knut sprang up, and stood fvith , legs 
apart and his . hands ■ behind his back. ‘ : 

To the bailiff ? ” he asked, eyeing her 
over the spectacles he used for writing. 

No, indeed ; I’m not quite crazy ! ” ; 

But Marit was already incensed at his 
having failed her in the matter of the 
sacrament, - and she now suspected -that. 



me 3ir ; 

■'spmetMng = else ,w^ being kept from Ker.r. 
.She came a step nearer.' ; : , , ' . ^ 

You - won’t ? ' she cried, her , voice , 

' ■ ■; ; , : . 

; ' (The old; man began ' to breathe Hard. ; 

, ' : Now. that he \yas "angry, ' her 'self-importance 
^ , 'seerPed . both ridiculous , and irritating. He _ 
f Would never think of , confessing his misdeeds 
to, Hhis.’ impertinent' creature 1' " = ,• 

w What- are you doing here ?’’ he cried, 
Vlthrmvirig. back his head, and glaring at her 
•[■.-'thiough his spectacles. ■ , . 

/j ■- '‘ I warit'you to go to the bailiff.” 

Leave the •room! 1 will he left 'in - 
;:.v.peace'! ■' '• ^ •_ 

'h ; But; she laughed scornfully. . 

V',-, “'dh^ I see you would rather pay, and 
■ ’ pay even if your children hadn’t a rag to 
'k theh 'backs .! And after , this any rogue 
:,,;.eah make use of your name, and youHl : 
; . pay I - ^Or ’’-—and 'she laughed again, and 
■; .;.dooked. sharply at him— " perhaps 3’'ou have 
/‘{'.backed "his bill ? ; Yes,' I shouldn’t wonder ' 
; hf yoii’i'e guiltj-.’’ ' ‘ ' ,'/ '. 

‘ .The word “ guilty ” sounded as if, . she 
^ murder or. theft. He 
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became purple with anger, but could- find 
no words to express his indignation. iTlien 
' he caught his breath, raised ,his artn as if 
to strike, and pushed her out of the] room. 

■ Some time had elapsed when he! heard 
sledge-bells iii the yard, and lookiilg 
he saw that it -was Marit driving ofi. - Oh, 

: indeed ! They were beginning to take the- 
horses out , of the stable without , asking 
his- leave, w;ere they? “The next .thing 
she’ll take wall be my breeches,” he- kaid 
to himself, begmning. to pace the .floor 
as his habit, was wben. angry. ‘ ' 

A little later he heard the bells retuniing- 
He did not look out, but lay dowm upon 
the leather sofa and closed his eyes. Soon 
after he -heard, the weli-laiown steps in the 
passage, the door opened, and Marit entered ; 
but the old man lay still with his eyes 
closed. 

She began at once, while she untied the 
strhigs of her bonnet : , ' . 

“I know. quite well you’re man, enough 
• to order me to leave the room once more; 
but as you’re not man enough to look' after 
.your o\5m affairs,; "i shall have to dp it for 
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■ ' an^ ' !as' sure^ as : rm iiiistress .' iiti this, : .' 
1;. House j'-' this.' shall hot- ;pass.; So 'now,' ,Fv,e; 

; 4feeen, to. the, baiiii^^ ' 

• 'KHut' ^ slbwly;' 'pushing ;,thH b'ug_ aside. '■ 

.‘i He'' Raized ,: : at Her, '. ; opened . his m'outh ;an!d • 

; igazed;' i.At last, lie, .passed, his hand tlnough ; : 
V 'his,; 'Heard,' arid then; over, his :;bald' head, ;', 
rn^d ;;said ;in ; an ■; uncomfortabi;^, ordinary 
i^hoririiphycrice ^ J 

‘ ; : , ■■ Oh, haye you been'to'the bailiff, Marit ■ ? \ 

! •! ;;^.es 1 ' i; Wh^ there ■ are' 'rib ' men , on .'.the 
fam, the, wbirieri:^^^ put to work;” 

{,she;‘;said'.;. .‘tl didn’^ .come qmte empty- ;, 
.{/handed {when; I '.became iriistress:.a,t. Norb3 ri'- 
;;:;and ;r didn’t '. mean to let you give ray share ." ’ 
toXtraiilps{ arid heggars.” ■{,'. * 
' ; Kriut . tmrieii palej but once more .passed {• 
.;;;his .hand oVer , his, bald crown and,- through' 
phis fbSajd,'. and; tried -to laugh: She could: ; 
.- hardly,; , have ' woimded - the capable ICnut : 

, ;Npiby,.{more deeplj^ for . he' had about 
^doubled; their, 'forturie:^^^^ {. 

; . Marit now deerried - it wisest to withdiw, 

•{{buf she. cibsed the .door slowly behind -her, ', 
{ -rind ..i walked with slow ; firrn- .step; : Knut { , 

' rernained sitting, and again passed his hand;.:; 
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over his head two or three times. Pot . 
the first time in his life Norby thoielit 
of‘ going after his wife and thrasling 
her, for domestic peace was at an lend. 
anyhow;' 

He rose and began to wander about with 
his thumbs in the armholes of his wkist- 
coat. Now and again he stood still, Is if 
to make quite certam whether this "wa^ not 
a dream from which he might , awake. 
But there stood the outhouses right enough, 
painted red, and a magpie let itself ( slip, 
down the sloping roof, and left a. furrow in 
the snon' ; and there hung Johan Sverdrup 
over the WTiting-table, and he himself .stood, 
here and still had his forest clothes on. 
No, it must be true after all that his ^vife 
had been to the bailiff— with this — - ' 

The floor seemed to become insecure 
beneath his feet, the office became too small, 
and he had to go into the large corner 
room, .where he began to wall; about with 
bis hands in his pockets. Here there was 
■mahogany fm-niture and there, were , large 
gilt-framed mirrors and other splendoiirs, 
but now. it seemed to Norby as if • they 
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y.yfyf his, no longer. He stood 'stilV again ' 
^■attd'agam to wonder : “Is it you,,Ndrby, 

'for''‘'i^-ii' not'?.'’, ■ 

5:’. He stobd at the window in the white 
flight: reflected' from the snow,, and looked 
^^diit at the half-buried garden. But it was . 
/not ; the trees he , saSv. , ■ He saw himself 
■ d),eing driven do'ivn the hill by the bailiff. 
-;'bh hisi.way to pri for' having brought 
,?'a;.false accusation; ■ 

y . He . turned suddenly' round,, and went, 
{resolutely , towards the door, but stopped 
'{■mth - his. .hand on the handle. He felt. ■ 
:-that;’it. was’ utterl)’’ impossible to go to his. 
Avife {now • and tell her . the truth, in the , ‘ 
{fttst place because he felt more inclined to 
thrash, her, - and , in the second because he ' 
r did^ndt know how she w^ould take such, a 
' cpmitiunicatioh. She would perhaps , only 
.faint with rage at having run like a fool 
/ to the -snllage, hilt she might alsO; do some- ‘ 
thing; ' worse. .■ 

; /'‘He mom stairs to < His room in . 

Vpr.der to change his clothes. ; He , must go , 
;.,tp the. baOiff , ; But when his - trousers were ^ 
and ho- was about to pull on , his blue 
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serge ones, his hands dropped and he siS^d 
heavily. . ' 

“ Now isn't all this a sin and a shairn ! ”• 
he thought. “ First 1, help' the man out of 
Icindness, then I have to pay up, then tl ;re’s - 
' a row in the house, and then I run a abut 
and make a fool of myself. And mw-I 
was actually going off to hold up my 
to the ridicule' of the -whole parish ! No, 
that is really going , too far ! ” i - ■ 

He remained sitting with the new trousers 
in his hand. Yesterday’s mipleasant pic^ 
ture of Wangen ha,d become stili' more 
unpleasant no'U', for in reality he' -was to 
blame for all this to-day too. And for that 

man he -was ready to ! The bid man 

suddenly threw do-^vn the serge trousers, and 
drew on the old ones ; for if he did rrith- 
dr'a-w his accusation from the bailiff, - he 
■would still have' to answer for the report. 
And go to -Wangen and eat humble-pie ? 
To ask pardon of that man ? ‘ Never ! 
'Never -would he do it ! -• ' , . 

- -No, there must be some back -wby out 
of this. He ’would think' it over, ' 

Knut Norby suddenly foimd himself in 
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:i misfortune for which he himself was 
.ttot" exactly to hlame,. but for which he 
‘had -to „ bear the responsibility. He did 
> not therefore feel the responsibility to be 
^qmtc.so hcav^!- as it otherwise ^smuld have 
fhren. ‘ All the misery that had come upon 
his house lo-day was thanks to his kindness 
1a helping that fellow. It rvas Wangen’s 
fault altogether. 

C VVliea the old man rvas sitting in the little 
room at dusk, he heard little Khut laughing 
in the next room, and rose to go in to him, 
but stopped at the door. He was not equal 
to seeing little Knut to-day. 

■ '* Perhaps he had a hand in bringing your 
father to such a bad end too,” he said to 
himself, thinking of the child. At any 
rate, IVangen was at Liliehammcr fair that 
time. 

' Oae day went by, and then another. 
The old man was on thorns. But every 
'time ho thought of changing his clothes 
and going to the bailih*, he half unconsciously 
bfgau to conyure up a picture of Wan gen, 
io ixmernber bad things about him, to 
pkoo him in a ridiculous or an odious light. 
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to itupule to him ail kinds of rcpn/sivc' 
failings ; and , this gave him fresh courage 
to put off going, and he felt it more' arid . 
more iihpossihle that he should hiimble 
himself to such a man; ! 

And suppose that Wangen vas to blame,, 
for his son's death ? Although this spossi- 
bility made the old man sick with anger, he . 
was still rmeasy in his mind. The untness, 
Jdrgen Haarstad, was dead, it was true^ 
but Knut Norby would not disown Ills 
signature. There must be some back way^ 
out of it. 
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made, it a condition that she should IiWe 
the control of liei- own property. But yhen 
Wangcn started the brieldields, he notfonly 
obtained his wife’s confidence and money, 
but -he w'as so eloquent'- and enthusiastic 
that he also induced her father and brother, 
and many others, to entrust him with their 
money. .And now' ? • 

Wdren he came to the end of the bridge, , 
where a number of- cottages are dotted 
over the hill, he met a bent figure in a faded' 
overcoat and fur ' cap, with a toothless , 
mouth, and a pair of gold spectacles upon ' 
,a prominent red rose. Wangcn stopped, 
opened his bag, and took out' a bottle - 
wrapped in paper. It was a commission 
he had had in town. The man with the 
spectacles smiled at the bottle as at some- 
thmg .very precious, and . put it .under 
his arm. , -■ 

“I say!” he said with a smile, “I’ve 
got a little piece of new'S for you.” ' - 
But Wangen was gone. He Avas think- 
ing of his wife, w'ho Avas expecting- .their 
fourth child. Could she bear Avhat he had 
to tell her ? 




\;JThe other; '.foJio^^d -him, . howeveiV aiid' 
;tpok; hold of rhis arm. ' ; , . 

“ piih hut jmu hear the 

news!” ht; said, and laughed jl. little spite- , 
■full jv , “ Come iri' a moment and taste the 
^purchase.!” . . . _ . ^■^ ‘ ' ' 

; “ No, I can’t just now,”/ said Watigen, 
hurrying pii. Wangeh had unforttmately 
morethan'once allowed himself to be tempted, 
by ' this ’inebriate consul from Christiania,', 
whose relations . boarded him here in . the 
country,;, hut now he was determined to; 
be, thoroughly 'sober' when he,: got' home.,-' 
Thh;; elder' man still hung upon his arm,-, 
iiowe'ver, and spoke so persuasively, , that 
he, at length alloyed himself to be draWxi 
ihto.iiis little house. . ■ , 


■ • .'At , ■ the . window of the low' room -they , 
entered, which smelt'of .whisky and .tobacco, 
sat a lean, tailor-like figure, playing patience. • 
This 'was the third member ; of the whisky-: 


drinking' trio,; £ui old la-wyer, .crippled with' 
rheuhiatism, ; and ,,l6ng siiice past- work; 
Hh* went -by; the name of the ‘‘late future, 
prime; ininister;;” . - . .. • 

V Sit .'down 1 ; said i the , coiisul ; but 
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Wangen remained standing with his bag in . 
his hand. ; 

“Shall w have a game at. cards?” 
said tlie man at the windov', smiling, in ■ 
hi-s v.’hite heard. 

“Hold your tongue.!” said the consuV 
busying iiimsclf with the rinsing of two 
glasses. “ We’re first going to liave a glass . 
of three-stars.” 

“ Ho, I won’t have any I ” said Wangen. 

“ But what -was it that I positively must 
hear ? ” ^ ' 

“ Just you sit do\Yn, my boy ! ” said the 
consul, chuckling as he held \ip a glass to 
the light. “Upon my word, the world, is 
worse than I thought.” 

This meant a good deal, for the consul' 
was not accustomed to judge people 
leniently. 

“mat is it?” said WWgcn. “Has, 
anything happened to my wife ? ” 

The, consul placed the glasses on the .table, 

. and. fixed -his little, venomous eyes upon' 
Wangen, while his red nose Avrinlded in a,- 
smile. - ■ ' . ■ ■ ' - 

“ Oh well, so many things happen,” he 
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said- ** Now* for instance, what is your 
opinion of the great man at Norby ? ” 
Norby f X r«*all3’- don't know. I’rc 
got enough to do to look after myself. 
But I'rnust go.” 

“ Wait. \ ” said the consul. “ Noth}' must 
have a spite ngamst you, for, to tell the 
truth, he means to get you sent to pri-^on 
because rmu have forged his signature.” 

The prime minister looked up from his 
patience, and tried to sec by Wangen^s 
face whether lie should laugh or not. 

There was a short pause, dimng which 
the consul enjoyed the situation and con- 
tinued to gaze at Wangen through his 
spectacles. 

Wangen broke into a laugh, and involun- 
tarily stretched out his hand for the filled 
glass. 

“ Your health ! ” he said. “ Thai’s not 
a bad stoiy I ” 

“ You don’t bdieve it, peihaps ? Upon 
my ord it’s true, old chajD I Ask the 
prime minister ! ” 

Tlie late future prime minister nodded. 

*1 Wangen looked from the one to the other. 
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''• WTiat’s all this nonsense you’re talk-, 
ing ? ■’ he said. He did not believe it yet. 

You may veil say -so,” said the cohsul 
with a venomous smile. “ It’s a delightful 
world we live in ! ” - - ' . ' 

“Has ain'.one been to tell niy wife?” 
Yfangen’s voice trembled, and he tumsd 
pale. He reiichcd out his hand for his 
bag. 

“Yes, she’s had a visitor,” said , the 
consul, with ' his most venomous glaiice;, 
“ The bailiff ? ” ' ' ' ' 

“Yes.” ■ ■ . 

“ Because— because I’ve committed for- 

“ Exactly.” The consul was enjoying the, 
situation to such an extent that he forgot 
to empty his glass. • ' . ' 

Wangch had emptied Iris, and now held 
it out for more. . . ' 

“ Your health ! ” he said,' “ If tliis is 
true, then by Jove it’ll be Norby and not 
me to go- to prison ! ” And with that he 
buttoned lip bis coat ,^and -hurried to the 
door. 



CHAPTER V 


It sometimes happens that in the even 
' cuirent of our lives suddenly meet with 
an ohstacle that compels us to pause and 
consider- To Henry Wangen his failure’ 
was such an obstacle as this. As he sat 
in the train on his way home from town, 
with unavoidable ruin staring him in the 
face, he was nearly passing sentence of 
death upon himself. He saw that this 
failure, which brought niisforlune to so 
many, was due to Ms own incapacity and 
recklessness. It was terrible, but it was 
true, 

“ This is a consequence of never having 
taken the trouble to acquire thorough 
knowledge,” he thought. “ And if I hadn^t 
SO’ often sat drinking far into the night 
at the consul’s, I should have had more 
-judgment in my business the 'next ^day.” 
livery drowsy or lazy moment iri which 
a determination was taken now seemed to< 

t ‘‘f 
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him to have come to life ia the form of a 
star^ang, despairing family. “ T^ere ! there ! ” 
And during these moments of calm justice, 
towards himself,- he saw one thing- that 
impressed lum more than any other, namely, 
that his kindness of heart had really been, 
a greater enemy to him than drink ; for 
he had always contented himself uath the 
knowledge that he meant well. And he 
did mean it all so well, and sheltered by this 
good intention, he, had done the most' 
, thoughtless . acts, and always "with a good 
conscience ; for good faith was always ready ■ 
to excuse the blackest lies and raise them 
into the light of truth. . 

And now? Reality had no use for good 
faith : it demanded more. , , . " 

Wdiile the train rolled on, he also saw- 
how his pet idea for the improvement of 
the conditions of the working man, an eight- 
hours working-day, had also helped in the 
ruin. So it was not only necessary to 
have benevolent ideas in this world; they 
must be such as did not bring misfortune 
upon those they were intended to help, as 
, they had done in this ease. 
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He was filled with a dafi ra^a agiunsL 
himself, and swore that he would not rest 
until he had paid back to them all that he 
had wheedled out of them. He swore not 
to touch strong drink ogain. He was fully 
aware that this was not enough. He would 
never, never be able to make up for the 
suffering he had brought upon so many. 

JVnd his vdfe, who had put such confidence 
in him f He. felt as if he could have taken 
himself by the throat and called himself 
a scoundrel. 

He w'as now on his w’ay home from the 
consul’s after having heard the “ news.'’ 
Strange to say, his mind had become more 
composed. He did not hang his head any 
longer. He walked more easily. He did 
not know himself ho-sv it came about, but 
he was not quite so afraid of going home 
to lu.s w’ife and confessing the truth. 

When he came in sight of his house, which 
lay' a little to the left of the dark mass of 
the-brick-kihis, he §aw a light in a single 
windo>Y. He remembered his -wife’s condi- 
tion and the bailifi’s visit. “ I’oor Karen ! ” 
he thought'; “ perhaps she Was at home, 
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alone too.” And a flood of anger- filled, his . 
heart, anger this' time no-t 'against himself, 
hut against H^orby. ' “-Is he- quite, mad ? 
IVliat does he mean, by this ? ” It was 
a relief to be able to turn . his indignation 
against others than himself. 

■ When he entered the dining-room, where - 
he had seen the light, he found his young 
wife sitting by. a small lamp. She rose 
mechanicall5^ He saw at once that the 
children were in bed, and the supper' was' 
laid and w'aiting for Mm. How cosy and 
peaceful it was ! But in the middle of this 
peace she stood pale and frightened, gating 
at Mm as if she would say: “Tell me 
quichly, is it true ? ” : . - ‘ : 

She was a , tall, stately woman, not yet . 
thirty years of age. She w’as dressed' in 
a loose-fitting grey dress, - and her wealth 
of fair hair was set lilce a crown .upon her i 
head. ' Her long- eyelashes gave a depth 
and brightness to her eyes. Her face was 
in the shadow of the lamp-shade, as sire 
stood leaning upon the back of a chair,-- 
motionless, impatient and anxious. ’ - 

“ I kiio'\v ail ! ” he said abruptly, stooping',^ 
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-to j5ut xlown his bag ; and cren before he 
'raised himself again, he heard her. drop 
into a chair and burst into tears. 

' thought I should have gone out of 
' ^iny nn’nd ! ” she sobbed. 

He stood looking at her. She did not 
<come up to him and throw her arms about 
hi.3 neck. Did she really suspect him ? 
His indignation and pain at this again 
felt like a relief ; for in this he w'as innocent, 
at any 'rate; he could defend himSelf here 
with a good' conscience. 

He went up to her, and laid his hand on 
her shoulder, 

- “ Karen ! ” he said, “ do you believe 
it?.” 

There was a pause, during which he grew 
more and morO anxious. At last she raised 
her 'hand and placed it in his. He clasped 
, it'; , it was so thin and helpless, and so 
' warm, and 'it s'eemed to give him all her 
confidence. It is tme that dining the 
' last few days she had often, reproached him, 
and had mercilessly demanded from him 
the return of her money; but this was 
"beyond ordinary limits, and made everything 
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else seem small, and now she climg to him 
confidingly. . , . ‘ 

In a little while she pointed to the suppev- 
tahle and whispered: “Won’t you have" 
supper ? ” And she rose slowty and went' 
to the stove for the tea-pot. “ Would 
you like me to light the big lamp?” she 
asked gently. , 

“ No, dear,” he said, seating hiniself 
at the table and beginning to eat, more for 
the purpose of reraoving the smell of whisky, ‘ 
than of satisfying any hunger. He noticed , 
that there was a half-bottle of beer upon 
the table, and this positively agitated him. , 
They could not afford to drink beer now^ 
but perhaps she had found this last "bottle .. 
in some box, and, in spite of her o-wn troubles, 

, had not forgotten to put it on the table 
when she expected him. ' 

“ Have you had supper ? ” he asked, 
as she did not come to table. 

“No, thank-you,” she said,- “I don’t 
think I can eat anything.” . • 

“ Oh yes, Karen,” he said ; “ Soren will , 
want liis supper, you know^”. ' 

This little joke seemed so strange- in their 
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present, glopiiay; mood.' For Soren'Avas their 

■ seciret' pet-name .for the- little one that V/as 

stiir unborn. now,: when the father 

:said this,, it 'was as though a little bridge , of 
gold had been thrown.' between . them, and 
she could hot help . looking , brightly'up at 
’ him and sn•^iling.^, , • ! , - • ' : : , . • 

: , That smile seemed to light up, the, room. 
;.It relieved them both," and they were now 
-able to talk ipuietly about^ this affair , with 
"Nprby/' ^ ^ 

^ Gan, you imagine what has made 'hini 
; dd, it she ; said, hs' she . poured herself 

. out; a 9hP \Of tea. : - . , ' ' ’ : „ : ' 

He felt- her ■ ej'-es' . upon, him,- .and ' this 
j time he could raise his : head and . . meet 

■ them'. - . ,,r . , V'’: ‘ ■' 

“-Well,; it' must conie, to light some day. 
It Js either a mismiderstahding, -hr-— 
\,.,“Or?” she questioned. , ■ . 

While he was, seeking for probable reasons, 
he felt ; at the same ; time ah ill-defined 
panxiety lest it should only ^be a misunder- 
- standing.' • ;A star seemed to have risen in 
.the. firmament 'of his consciousness, and 
.pointed to an inquiry, acquittal, rand repara- 
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tion. -Half unconsciouslj- he felt that this 
■would he salvation, not only as regarded 
this accusation, but also aU others. _ . 

“ Norby is one of those men of vdibrn you 
never can make anything,” he answered. ; 
“ It is quite possible that the couple of. 
thousand now in question have quite fobbed ’ 
him of his -wits.” 

She raised her eyes, and her glance said : 

“ Two thousand ? There too 1 ” And she , 
almost imperceptibly shook her head. ; ; 

With an involuntary anxiety lest she ' 
should attach too much importance to this 
side of the question, he continued-: 

“ He’s a great idiot, anyhow; for he must 
surely understand that as there’s a witness, 
he can’t get out of it.” . . - ■ , ’ 

As they talked, and he was able to occupy, 
himself with his innocence in the matter, ; 
his tranquillity of mind increased,“and things 
looked easier and brighter. And he carried 
her along with him. She had quite for- 
gotten to ask how he had got on in town;' 
and -vYhetlief he could save her money.- 
An event had taken place in the house wliich ", 
swept everythiiig else into' the background'. 
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“ How did you get on in town to-day ? ”, 

. she asked at length. 

And he could aiisw'cr frankly now : “ ICircn 

dear, the worst is , about your money 

He could get no further, his voice grow 
irusky. Instead of being afraid and in 
despair, he now felt so certain of forgiveness 
that he could safely be distressed. 

He was quite right. She did not spring 
up. She did not call him to account for all 
his false representations. She bowed her 
head: she still had a vision of the bailiff before 
her eyes, and she answered with a sigh ; 

“ Well, well — so long ns you are innocent 
In this ” 

^ “ Hon’t say that, Karen I ” he said with 
tears in his eyes. “ I feel that I have so • 
much to answer for both to you and ” 

“Oh, it may turn out all right in the 
end,’*' she said,' her face turned towards 
the lamp. “ So long .as one doesn’t lose 
'One’s honoiu',” 

So that was over. He had not this 
confession to dread any longer ; but he 
had never dreamt it would have been got 
; through so,easily- 
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5’i i3. ? *’ lu" tlviU<;hl, sis 

he nssc front tlu' iubh'. lie felt af- if it 
Were his tltily to be tuih.eppy. au4 now he 
eoiihi not. Hr liept his ty«-.s nil ihe Hjne 
■fixed upon Ju's innoc.'Jiee in ihi.s one matter,- 
and tills tVeUnu of iiinoeriK'e %vas like n 
-lamp that sndrii'nly slionc ttpon his dark- 
ness; it ilUnninaLcd everything, .softened 
everything, so that the ren/orse muJ de- 
spair ho had felt in the tniin, all llmt 
had chafed tmd wounded him earlier in 
the day, incllcd aw(V.y info far-off, siiiipc- 
loss mist. 

He had to go into the bedroom to look 
at flu; children, and he sat down on thie 
edge of the lied in svluch the two Jiltle 
girls slept. In the train he had fell himself 
unworthy to bring children into the world, 
but now he hvas once more hapjn' hi being 
tt father. 

“ How long do you think wc shall be 
able to stay here ? ” she msked, wlicn he 
came in again. “Ho you tliink wc shall 
have to move before I .am hud up *f ’’ 

It sounded so unusually v&tigncd. 

“ Is’o,” lie said ; “ certainly not,” 
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They walked through the rooms, he carry- 
ing the lamp. They ‘ seemed to have a 
mutual feeling that it would soon all he 
taken from them, and they be left homeless 
and empty-handed. They paused in front 
of various things — a miiTor, a rug, a picture 
— and looked at them, his disengaged arm 
round her waist, as if to support her. 

“ Do you know,” she said with a Httle 
sigh, “ when my confinement is over I’m 
going to try to do without a servant.” 

“ Oh,” said he, “ there will be no sense 
in that.” 

"Yes, but, Henry, have you considered 
what we’re going to live upon ? ” 

He recollected a vow he had made in the 

< 

train, to put his hand to any sort^of W'ork, 
if only she, to Avhom he ow’ed so much, 
could live free from care. But he said 
nothing about it now. This feeling of inno- 
cence gave him 'an involuntary pride, and 
he contented himself with saying : 

“ Let’s hope I shall yet be able to arrange 
a compositidn.” 

He drew her closer to him, as if to have 
her with him in this faint hope ; and she 
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leaned against liim, with her fair head 
resting upon his shoulder, now. that she 
felt, sure that he was innocent of this crime, 
hefore which everything else dwindled into 
easily surmountable trifles, 

- The maid was out. They were alone in 
the house, and the, stillness made them talk 
in undertones. She grew tired of standing, 
and sank down upoir a sofa ; and he seated 
himself beside her, when he had placed the 
lamp upon a table close by. 

■ They sat in silence, gazing vacantly at 
the piano. The little lamp threw a pale 
light about them, while the furniture in . the 
rest of the room was lost in the darkness. 
. “ Father came while the bailiff was here,” 

. she said at last, looking straight before hoi*. 
“ Hmv did he take it ? ” 

“ Every one will believe you’re guilty,” 
she said. “ And Norbj'’ is powerful.. Father 
is coming again to-morrow. You’d pro- 
mised to bring him from town the last ten 
thousand Icrones he got for you.” - 
Yt'angen’s head drooped. A vision ■ of 
, her father, wdth his wliite hair and red, 
watery eyes, .caine before' him. YTiat should 
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he’ say to the old man tomiorrow, now that 
everything was lost ? 

“ And the widow from Tiiorstad has been 
liere.*’ she ^vent on. “ You had promised 
her half as soon as yon came from town,” 

Wangen slili stared into the shadov;f by 
the piano. He was afraid she w’ould ask 
him if he had the money. 

" It is W'orst for the working men/’ she 
continued, “who arc now’ quite destitute, 
and cannot got credit anywhere. And in 
the middle of wdnter too ! “ She was on 
the verge , of tears. 

Perhaps they too would be coming in 
the morning to ask about what he had pro- 
mised them. In the half-darkness Wangen 
could see before him the old man with the 
red, w'atery eyes, the widow’ w'hose fortune 
lie had wasted, the v/orlc-people— all of 
' them. They w’ould all come in the morn- 
ing and call him to account. 

He turned cold at the thought, and the 
same dark accusation he had brought against 
himself in the train appeared once more, 
while he felt his clear innocence of forgery 
to be valueless ; it grew fainter, like a 


■i 
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lantern on the point of going out, Iea%dng 
him in a darkness where the crasliing sense ; 
of responsibility brought him to despair, 
where remorse fastened upon , him with 
innumerable hands, and ■ where he must 
eternally and inexorably remain a prisoner . 
and be tortured with- the pains of hell. 

He rose suddenly. “ Let’s go into the 
other room,” he said, raising his shoulders ; 

“ it’s so cold here.” 

In the dining-room he placed the lamp 
on the table, and stood a moment gazing 
at it. ; - ' , 

“ 'i’i’hen I think about it,” he said at last, - 
“ I can _ after all xmderstand why Norby 
wants to injure me.” 

Can you ? ” she said eagerly. 

He continued to stand motionless in the 
same, position. . , • 

“Yes,” he said; “that man is both 
jealous of his honour and revengeful. He 
wasn’t made chairman of the parish last' 
time either, and I expect he thinks it’s ■ 
my, fault.” ‘ ‘ , 

“ Good heavens I ” she sivhed, 

-As he stood’ there, he could see in his 
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mind’s eye Norby with his cherished grudge, 
sitting in his house like a wicked ogre, 
ready - to burst with a desire for revenge, 
and this distorted picture strengthened 
Wangen’s feeling of innocence, which now 
seemed like a kind of thread upon which 
he hung, and which must not break. 

He heard his wife say good-night, but he 
still stood there. \Vhen at last he went 
into the bedroom, she was standing half- 
undressed in front of the looking-glass, 
doing up her tliick hair for the night in 
a long plait. 

“ And what’s more,” he said softly, gazing 
as if at a dawning salvation, “ I understand 
now why Norby managed to frustrate the 
intention of building the church of brick. 
The brickfields, do you see, shouldn’t make 
anything out of it. , Norby wanted to 
provide the timber.” 

He began to walk up and down, and then 
stopped again. “ And now I understand 
too,” he went on, “ how it is that so many 
customers have left me lately. The brick- 
fields were to be removed out of the way of 
the large forest-owners here.” 
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“Do you really tliink so ? ” she exclaimed,, 
turning from the glass and looking at him,' 
half in. horror that people could be so. . 
uickcd, half in gladness that the decline in ' 
the brickfields business was not wholly his • 

- fault. ■ ■ , , - - ^ 

The uand began to howl in the ^eat . 
factorj’^ chimneys. • A door up in the loft- 
opened, and shut with a bang so that the 
house shook. • . . 

“ bh, would you mind '?” she said. “That 

■ door has been banging ever since the girl' ‘ 

went out, but I didn’t venture on the stairs. ' 
will you? ” . , ' ' . 

He went, and on coming doiyn . again he,- 

■ said.: ‘ ■ ' ■ ' ; 

“ And' this -normal worldng-day — it has 
frightened the. rich big- wigs too. Yes, now' 

I begin to understand.” ' . ' ’ i.'; 

; .And each time he exhumed a fresh proba- ' ’ 
bility of a conspiracy against Mm, it lifted • 
a ; fresh burden from ' bis own shoulders ; 
so he dug again and again, half in anxiety 
that he should hot be able to find enough. ' . 
, While Fru Wangeri stood in her night- . 
-dress by the bed, winding up her watchTor ' 



:3'HB p65¥ER ,'oF >. MB 

tHe niglit/ he.'c^ and, laid- His' 

;',hef;'Mioulders,' and- said,' w 
H\ ' “ SV: ndwi dCareny .'.it, . can ‘be' 'explamed 
’-why: they liaive begun to' lose cophdencc in 
,lnie .m .towii, - andM am hardly- likely to be 
. allp’wed to comppundy ' The ..rnmpmx of ..a 
jcriihe will Icnock- that, on the head.” . ^ 

V„ “ Poor j.Henry ! ” 'she tsaidi and . hanging 
,;her >Vatch in ; its place, she turned and 
-■threw} 'her., arm^^ his neek.' ‘Vl’m 

aft;aid} lVe misjudged, you,- Jienryd',. -Can 
you* forgive me ? 

• He .' -^as’ douched, 1 and folded} her in }a 
. close ; embrace; . feeling 'p' he; did, sp .the 
.warmth - of her body , through : her' night- 
, ; dress. They ;,; stood ' thtis : silent,, -her .;head 
'•'Upon- his ‘ shoulder, both seeing the . - same 
.. .persecutibh and injustice,- feeling, themselves 
'.united .in and finding 

- warinthfiii their- mutual . heed , of ’'standing 
together.};;- . T ' ■ '};'X,''-- 

. ;And now when he. thought of , -her' money,- 
it - no .longer ::seemed- do ' bo liis fault ; the 
} blariie. was . -trahSfefred. to - those -in ;• whose 
; way the} :brickrldlns .-had; Iain} , And }hc 
■>, -thought', of her;-- old,}, ruined father; ' and ' he 
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no longei’ dreaded his coming in the morning. 
The widow, tlie worlcmcn’s families passed 
before his mind’s eye, but they no longer 
accused him.- He felt sympathy for them, 
and indignation on their account ; but 
now the indignation was turned against 
others, not against himself. 

. “ Aren’t you coming to bed ? ” she asked. . 

Oh, wait a little f ” he said, still standing 
as before. ' ' 

“ Yes, but I’m getting cold, Henry.” 

He was actually afraid of letting her go,- 
as if she were the happy conscience he had 
now built up, which felt like a deliverance . 
from something terrible. 

. “ I think I’ll go out for a little,” he said , 
at last', I shan’t be able to sleep, 
how.” ■ 

“ Don’t - be out too long !■ ” she said. 

“ Remember I’m .lying here alone.” 

Of course he would not be long. But she 
was anxious nevertheless ; for he was always 
“ only going out for a little ” when it ended 
at the consul’s, and he came home a little' 
unsteady in his gait. , ■ 

' Wangen set • .out with his hands . deep 
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.?m the pockets of his coat;. The .hard snow 
creaked' beneath his;‘feet5 .and above the', 
' snovy : hills and dark 'ridges was spread a 
.wide,:, brilliant, st^ . , v 

: “Thank : goodness ! ” . thought Wangen, 
“ that, eightThpurs v/orking-day probably 
has nothing' to do with the failure.” And 
he involuntarily , felt as if a lost ideal .had, 
been regained, so that he , had ?a beloved,' 
bright idea for the firttue to believe, in. 
Froih/;, this . his , thoughts passed inisensibly 
to. Norby and the- other , rich' men, who sat' 
brboding over thdr moriey-bags^. suspicious, 
of everything new, , fearful , of e very tloirig,- 
averse’.to all improvement of the condition 
of the dower classes.,: / , ,7 , ; 

“ They,^ managed to quash, it this: tirrie,” ' 
he thought ; “ but there- will be a next - 

time;’’,- ■■ . 

: He walked oh . until ‘ he, found . himself 
buts^e: the, consul’s house. , A light, was 
still burning in the~ sitting-room. A good 
dmpulsie took' him. by the button-hole and 
-toid : - “ 'Remember your vow in -the train ,! ” 
But -there dre times w’hen! ,we feel ourselves 
so moraliy well-to-do .that we think nothing 
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of flinging away a halfpenny. ' Waiigeh. 
must have some one to talk to now, and he 
would only stay a quarter of an hour. ' 

“ Why, dear me ! Aren’t you arrested : 
yet ? ” said the constil, who was sitfcing- 
in his dressing- goym, stirring a freshl)' 
made toddy. • > , ' - 

And they sal with the bottle between them; 
and discussed the matter very thoroughly. 
Wangen talked himself into more guesses,' 
suspected more rich men, one after another, 
of being in the conspu’acjy and was lavish 
in his use of forcible expressions about them, 
all. The consul encouraged him with' little 
spiteful remarks, and made numerous mental 
notes. ' To-morrow he 'would go for a walk;, 
They, emptied the bottle between them, 
and when 'Wangen ' went home a little 
after midnight, , he stumbled, every now. 
and then over' his own boots. 

“ Poor consul ! ” he thought, dreading 
going home; “he has had a hard life and 
needs a little sjuripathy and ' appreciation:” 

' Wlien he staggered' into the ' bedroom, 
his wife awoke with a cry of terror. 

His head was heavy next morning ; he 
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was ashamed to, !^eet ,liis' ■. wife,' ■ arid,; ^gaiii ; 
began td, dread, meeting those; whq.^'were to ■' 
,'come;'to'-iiina th'at'.-dayi: r\- ' '..v^ T/, ; 

.'tBy ,. clinging, .however,, to , his ' iniiqcenck 
lit the. ’one. 'matter, he ' viery soon, succeeded 
in regaining his self-confidence ; -and whe^n,. , 
later in the day j hehad to go to the station, ; 
he was no longer afraid of meeting people. 
He' began ' to. . entertain > dim' idea qf giving 
a: lecture to .the worlcmenhahd explaining to’ : 
them the true cause of their common ruin. ' 
■/-'-As , he;, went homewards,, 'the . sim ^ was 
/shining . upon the ' .wide,! snow-^vered- 
fields,’’ and , dazzled his, eyes. , ; There stood' 
■the dead ,'factory-bufidings .with' their ; tail* 
chinaneys/ seeming, to: cry to’ heaveii ; but/ 
it ; was not with him they had to do.; • Yes- 
terda3^'.in , the train he; had, thought that .hiS; ' 
own, house ' was ' too, luxiu’ious, and ,'th.e; 
factory buildings -too large, and- expensive; ' 
butnow. he looked at' everything with differ- - 
entveyes.' .He knew', in his own. heart .that ■ 
'he had. built these 'vvbrks in an honest belief 
: in the future, of this, industry in the district; 
and . a ; ‘ bahner of innocence' .waved - over, 
both the works and the house; . 



CHAPTER VI 


Day after clay passed, and Norby had not 
yet reeaWefl bis deti'Avat’i'C.n. A. vsstv^t qC 
the forgery had already appeared in the 
newspajxT, and the more the story spread 
and grerr, the more humiliating it seemed' 
to iS'orby it ■would be to retract ; and tire 
longer he put off, the more the dread oC 
humiliation grenv, and the more powerless 
did he foci to stoop and take the con- 
sequences. 

It -would in fact be deliberately to make 
himself out a dishonourable man. tVns 
that too to be the thanks he got for' having 
in his kindness of heart lieipcd Wangen ? 

His enemies ? They would rejoice as 
long as he lived. And the parish? An 
a%'a]anchc of ridicule would descend upon 
- him, and he would always feel as if he were 
standing in the pillory to be the laughing- 
stock of ever3’ one. 

In Norby’s eyes the parish was sometiiing 

ce 
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ndefinitc size, which only paid attention 
wli’at , he did. It was his ^ parish, and , 
saw, it especially when he lay with closed 
s.i Tlie .woods and farms ai^^ hills and 
;rs; were the same, but the people were 
two hinds— those who praised him, and , 
se who spoke evil of liim. There lived, 
others in the parish.. The first he loolced 
•n. as honourable, worthy, people, the 
md as ..Iris enemies whom- he should 
:amly not forget. Arid now ? He was 
te sure that now people did nothing but 
C; about, this ' affair. ' Heads were put in 
doors, voices called across .back-yards : 
ve you heard it ? He -saw people bUst- 
; mp ■ paths, flying off on ' ski, writing 
ers: to . other villages and towns : Have 
[.heard it ? ’ • : . ' - 

md-df; he now gave his wife away ..to, 
f same parish, there would-be further' 
itemient ; - it made him angry ,, to think 
it.\'- , ''V ' ' ' : ‘ 

lut' now" people began to come , to the, 
"man and talk about the matter. \Vhah’ 
5 he.: to , say ? He must say,, something. - 
first he tried to get away from the subject, 


cs - , THE PO^'iT.n OF A LIE 

but afterwards he was afraid that he might 
have betrayed himself. “ I am an idiot,” 
he thought, “ It won’t make it any .worse 
than it is already if I .say it until I can 
find a way out.” And at last the day 
came when he said it in so many words, 
half in impatience to be left alone. 

IVhen the stranger Avent away, the old, 
man stood at the rvindow looldng after hiin 
with a fcelintj similar to that with which 
he had looked after the man on sld that 
day. This man would tell it to others. 
He had said something that he could never' 
recall. ‘ 

He felt now that the way to the bailiff 
was . closed. He must keep it up for the 
present. And henceforward, every time, 
he , repeated the bitter falsehood, he felt 
bormd to say it once more in order to make: 
it consistent. But he ahvays stood,, as it 
were, and looked after tlfis dangerous lie, 
which branched out from his own- tongue, 
wandered about the parish, and grew every' 
day like a spectre that would one day turn 
against , him. And yet he was obliged, to 
help the spectre , to groAV still more, ' for, 
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' thC' iion^ .who dares hot . turn.; 

jlhis back' on' the lion, he must not waver. 

not show fear, and there was nothing 
>t’6 he done but to stick to -the story. . • , 

v t During .the dark, snow-Ia.den winter days, 
•^'the.yoid ■ man tramped about the j^ard, 
•uh'enhiii.afdnc outhpuse door, came out of . 
i janother, ‘.scolded a little here and there, . 
rVand , imagined he was, busy, vrhich. he Was 
j -not. ' - When he knew he' was not observed. 
:;;he woiild Stand; and stare at' his boots, then 
-v^hafce''his;hekd and say ; If it only .hadn’t •; 
,;been. Heri^ , . 

jV'-'But' there sa-t the house- like . the troU ■ 

( with dtS head - lip to the sky,' and' called 
^^.ae'ross the ' .valley, jibing and , mocking as , 
^it;aiy^oys;did when Norby was in trouble:*; 
P‘;;How.hre you, Norby? Do you feel 

\;;badi“'^:'‘;- ^ y'. 

h: Poor;- father ! ”• said Ingeborg , to • her 

- mother in - the kitchen, , ' “ I-JCe ■ begins ,to' /; 
flbpk.sb.pale and wretched ; .he can’t possibly 

^be.weU?’^^v^ 

said her,.' mother ; . ‘‘I suppose 
this safitair that-; is telling .: upon him. 
;vOf ,coUrse it can’t .be ;yefy pleasant, but it , 
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isn’t our faxilt. Wangcn has himself to 
thank for it.” 

Ingehorg became doubly zealous, in her 
attentions to her father the more depressed 
he seemed to be. Hoxv touched she xva's at. 
his taking the matter so much to heart ! 
People could see now how good her father 
was ! She had always known that he was 
the best man in the world. , . 

But how frightened the poor girl xvas 
the day she heard tliat Wangen bad said that 
it was Norby, and not himself, , who would 
go to prison. Up to that time she had had , 
a certain amount of sympathy with Wangen, . 
because he was guilty ; . but now' he became 
a dreadful man in her eyes. And suppose 
he succeeded in bringing trouble upon her ", 
father! .She dared not inention.it to her . 
mother, and as there was no one to whom 
she could confide her anxiety, it grew’ 
larger and larger, and began to keep her 
awake at night. ' 

It was now, however, that she sought 
comfort of God, and every night prayed; 
olng, fervent prayens ; but she Iqiew that 
if her praycas were to be answered, she 
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;vmst , niake - Her^^ woi-tlV}’' to praj^ She 
'/thouglit too that as siie succeeded in over-. 

' .coming .the powers of evil in herself, she . 
im'oticefl that , her' prayers seeined to, receive . 
^ comforting - answers . and .little by little 
'? she began' to .see her, father surrounded - by 
' ^the, powers of goodnessj w'ho would, protect 
thim. - How happy slie was ! Wangen could 
: dipt ;hurt him how : . he might try if he ' 
;;:liked,';but it would be of-no use.t • . 

/From that day the \veary, sad girl began ' 
89, ahhht with a- brighter face and lighter ' 
step,, as 1 if she had . a secret joy glowing 
twithih;:her. ! . . ' - ; , , ■ 

•: ,? The :rdisa^eemcht between Norby and, 
"his wife ;was over : but it had never, been : 
-;so. impossible to .tell her the rights of the ' 
:f:case asi it 'was now. ... . , 

. , ■ One 'day; about tbe middle , of the weelc, ' 
^9 old- niaii ^ drove Laura in the double 
; sledge: toj the, statipii, as she dvas going hack 
: to ‘ toyh to , continue ' school. It was ' a - 
: fro^y day,' moth cloudless sky and^ glittery 
ring stretches of snow. :The sledge-runners , 
^.creaked upon; (the hard, .shbv^y road. . The - , 

’ . ohl mmm sat in Kis fur coat and glanced , 


72 - . :TnE POWER OF A LEE 

now and then at his daughter.' He : had 
never seen her so pretty as she was to-dayi 
The frost 'had put such a colour into 
her young cheeks, and made her eyes so 
clear and blue ; and the oftener she turned 
those eyes upon him while she talked knd 
laughed, the more ashamed did he feel of 
no longer deserving this child’s confidence., 

“You must write to us a little oftener 
than you generally do,” he said, looking 
straight before him at the horse. “ We 
should like to know if anything happens 
to ycu.” - .. 

When he said good-bye at the station, 
while the engine stood snorting preparatory 
to the departure of the train, he had a great’ 
desire to kiss her on the forehead ; but 
caresses were not in Horby’s line, and he 
contented himself with slipping some extra 
money into her hand; 

“ You must buy something .with that,” 
he said. That was the kiss. 

When he drove home again in the sledge, 
he felt as though he were alone in the world. - 
,^d w’ho cordd tell what evil he was now. 
driving towai’ds, as he ■n’ent hometo Norby ?. 



;f‘Sou^^;^ctu^iy;gone ^d fo^o _ , _ 

a^tlavatioia. 'againv she 'sa^d,, , re 
i^eiv^tcljiration^to the mcrc^airt w^. . 

\vhLi) Wjingen-;had ;d^^ hts .guar^ e , 

pjd' man 'as to took oft now ' 

ft’Sl&Veto nsk^jfhai 

: !iiij;:ycstetday, lie,:t6lephoned to, ask, , .. 

iMii''Secdme.;o£^it;” ‘ • ' ■ . .; ’i,,U 

S -Kdrtiy wnt slowly; into his offl - v 
l &e d&toationiay written ont. ■ _But thong 

JiheSad now sphkoA; about :Wange^ a 

r toiaff. soits’bfJ'pdople,' it was.qpne pnoth 
thing'to'&ye to’ put his *anio to _it, . , , 
,:''«m*_had followed ,him. .and. she. stood^^ 

-vVaitiftg' at the door. : . ' iV 

S;?' liilt % be Idone ;now r said the^<M^ 
^mah,:lb^vly ,3#ing. His to Hers- as ,i 

aiamblea^for his spectacle-case. , ■ : . ; 

^3::-X:Mi:;going to the = posi^offic^ and 1 
take 'it' with, me.” , ' ■, . 

■ C ; herself :the 

Kthisi'aftim^vShe;^^ '. : 
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back he might be jirevailcd upon to puli ^ 
down what slic had built up. 

He dipped his pen in the ink, but then,- 
jjaused and sat gazing at 3ohtan Sverdnijys 
portrait. ’ ! : 

“ It’s a bad business, this,’’ he .said, ivith 
his eye.'i upon the portrait. 

“ Yes ! ” she said, shrugging her shoulders. 

“ You must protect yourself and your be- '' 
longings wliilc there’s law and justice - in' 
the land.” , * 

“ Yes, yes,” sighed the old man. And 
again he saw the spectre that grew and grew,, 
and would fall down upon him on the day' 
he.tm’hed round ; and sloivdy he signed his 
name, Knut 0. Norby. - , 

Wlien his wife had left the house he w^as 
once more standing and looking after an 
action that was set in motion and could not 
he overtaken. The thing was done now : 
he had put his name to a false declaration.. 
The name Knut O. Norby would hence- 
forth not be so well esteemed as formerly. 

“No, I must find some work to do,”. he 
thought, shaking hiinself. “ Perhaps that’ll 
cheer rne up.” , , . 
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i .But ^ for liad -not 

Fslept: niucli th^. night before, he lay down 
.upon :tlie; leather .sofa; hnd closM liis eyes 
for a.Wm^ feeling as though lie should 
'UotAbe.ablc to get-up for ever so long. 

' What ;made. him uncomfortable v/as that 

■ he ; now ' had a vision of Wangen 

; before himJ ; Ever since the day when he 

had 'set Wangen in' a ugly, hght; in order 
tb have hn. excuse for not going to the 
’.bailiff,:; .the, .-man seemed burnt ; into, his 
cconkioushess. ..Hebegan to meet him cvery- 
-'.U’iifere, and ,to see hini in every one he talked 
to. ‘ .He saw ,him;;n^ sprang up and 

f out,; harnessed a horse, aitd drove to the 
?:forest to 'look- at the timber-driving.-- 
X V He heard the-cTash of the logs Tat in among 
thediilisi and was hot long. in getting there, 
.i Sohie great trunks had been driven • out to 
the, road;' and a load^^was 'just corilihg to the 

■ top' of the ‘steejj hill' where a s had been 
; cut through the trees. .But what was that ^ 

■ The' horse sat down upon it's haunches, and 
.down .the' long steep , incline won't horse 

/.and load hidden in a cloud of snov/. This 
:;hyas.\,m-aduess,.,;,an<:i . the .. old . man’s arigei 
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rose. .But when the load reached the road ^ 
the horse was , unhurt, and Norby- saw,- 
to his gi’eat, surprise, that the driver was. 
,Wangen. ' • ,, , • . / . , 

, ' Norby went up with his whip.. Words 

■ failed ■ him. Then Wangen, beginning to 
miload, said: “ You’re tt'ying to tax'- me 

■ with a forgery, Norby, but how' about your 
own affairs ? ” .Nbrby raised his whip and 
would have struck him, but another load 

' appeared at the top of the hill, and again 
the horse sat down , upon its haunches and 
away it went. And that was the ;,way 
they used Norby’s horses, was it ? He’d 
. give them a lesson, he would !• But when 
the driver came out down at the pile of 
logs,- it was Wangen again! How the 

d ? And now he unloaded and said' 

- with a mocking smile : “ You’re trying tp 
tax me with forgery, Norby, but— ha 1- 
. — Iia ! — ^\vhat about j’-ourself '/ ” ' • 'Norby 
again raised his whip and ^vould have 
struck him, but suddenly caught sight. 'df- 
.anotlier home at the top . of the' hill. 

’ It was the young brood-mare, -and it would 
injure its feet in ,,j;he slide. ;But it 'was 
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I^angfeii''^ 'Ms lips were, parted 

" Spiile I' . say,; \ Norby,- 
JCiave' .you.; a . good ..conspieiice ? It’s ;true 
v;the/mtiiess US dead, but- Just you .wait ! 
i^.^iivtl'i&'atiotlier 'load carne, and anotHer ; 
'^h^e jhd cloud of' snow enveloping 

:fya;,striug i of .doads, and there were" more 
rtcoiniiig • ;';and‘ Wa-hgen; drove .every., load, 
•Otways ...tliat 'cursed • ‘ , 

^y.;^phe pM;^ o-ned ;CiTt and sprang.up ,from 
;;,:tKe;sofa, Mhbihg his; eyes., ' ■ .Thank.goodness ..! 
;< y“;i ;’mu’st something .' to do, ’’ he said, 

■^M 'put on his things andf .went . out. , It ‘ was 
oto6;iaie_to look at the timher-telUng' that; 
7 day;.y;He Sauritcred , along , to ; the pigsty ; 

the twelve fat, .^ y animals that had 
ybimertd Been his pH^ now seemed to- Mm. 
jfrtqvhem'tteriiailur , “. Things , are be^pning 
-;.tp;-go;y'rohg w me:^” ..he thought; ' .And 

addition ,I’ru to.liaye .this ! , That’s the 
; ,4haiiks T get for .n^ !” . ' He sighed,- 

was pig ppt its snout 

between y the. palings- iahd ' ;wantedv -to he. 
■ seratblicd'. V ^ie xold. ■ man stretched ' oiit his 
but ^^ddehly drew' back h ,step,; fqr 
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A shudder ran through him, and he 
hastened out, and from a kind of curiosity he 
also uent through the cow-shed. The cows 
turned in their stalls and lowed gently one 
after another ; and he gazed, half in curiosity, 
half , in terror, at each head, and sa-w that 
the first, the second, the third — ^ugh, what 
did it mean I He turned quickly and fled. 
He was beginning to see that hated face 
in innocent animals too. He slammed the 
heavy cow-shed door after him, and the 
lowing of two or three cons -at the same 
moment added to his feeling of uncanniness. 

“You great idiot!” he said at last to 
himself, when he was fairly out. “ To gc 
and imagine ' thing.s like that ! ” He Was 
going in the direction of the stables, buj 
turned round snddenty. He did not dare 

He began to think that his- men had noi 
the respect for hini dhat they formerly had 
and he was therefore unusually hot-temperec 
with them. Vi'Ticn he was dri\dng he thoughi 
that the horses did not go so willingly eithei 
—as if they had a suspicion too; and h( 
used the n^iip more than e%'er before, anc 
dro\'e recklessly. It was at any rate nc 
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.fe.jpofc;timidIy (at him^ if he too suspected 

^lething// V rS- ''v^V' ' '•' ' r,'"’ 

^;/?‘-i)dn’€ bp. uneasy ! ” he said to- himself, . 
L^^ydu’verfisen ihijihe csteeiii bf your 'feUo^v- , 
Weatiirei^i . at any rate.” ‘ The. -fury, of , the 
•i^ntry-side; against .Wangen . only placed 
Ko'rby in a.hfetteiyiigh^^^ If one .man took 
Watigen’s :part, it; stirred up .twenty - to 
r^ige- themselves ' on ; Norby’s ^side : . arid 
y the ' old man drove ' along in his single , 
pdge,i;dressed in his fur coat, people bowed 
lower -than before, 'and those, who had 
hith^b never borved .did so now* And the’ 
|old- than; would laugh silently to himself, 
'.‘■/rhe; beasts despise me for what I have 
done,”:; he thought, “but men respect me; 
‘Such is’;1ife'!,,” ' 

surely eanXbe merely inaking fun 
he thought :bne day., ; “ Suppose 
tbpy’re only -.show'ing me all this -respect 
'.m. mockery ,f” The .idea w'as . unbearable;, 
and he felt he must make .sure whether, it 
;.^re -scr-'qynot. .V ; V-'. 

t ;; at the parsonage 

Nprby, driyb ub .to 
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the door, and come tramping in,m hif great'-- 
driving-bopts. He .was very cheerful.- and ' 
as he sat leaning forward and stroldiig, his 
knees, he told, them that next .Saturday he-' 
and his wife had determined to roast a 
pig whole, as he had seen it done in England, 
and if any one cared to come they , might 
get a bone to gnaw. -1 ; ' 

Both the pastor and his wife began to 
laugh, for Norby always gave an iiivitatibn 
in his own peculiar way. .4.nd the- old man 
thought : “ They can’t have any sus})icion 
of me when they laugh, so naturally'”.;- 
and when they both accepted his invitation, 
he felt himself secure. ‘ . 

He also dropped in at the doctor’s, ' and 
there , things went just as smootliljd And 
he was at the bailiff’s, the judge’s ami the 
sheriff’s ; and when he finally, turned his 
face homewards he sat and chuckled, . 

It T-vas, as usual, a capital dinner , at 
Norby. The old man took a special pleasure 
in being able to put such silver and wine 
on his table as none of the other magnates 
could produce. Both tlie pork, and the 
wine raised the spirits of the guests,' and 
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■.vlnA'CiV.i sitoTte, tivA grew _trdrier 

liriglitrr ilst -mtire h»:^ Ac Kn^l drc^n'l* 
.^sdVI 'ItAki'tL - i\r- nifrnttnri iriis xm^ih: of t5u;' 
',/pK:\i mhiiCS' h\\{ U:t Korby i^ixl ni 

,’tlic 'lu’'ul of ihi*- 'drank ■\vjilf oju- 

nriotker dov.'U tke rcncs, or ^vilh all 
]h' doted in cadi jjkinfe and 
.‘die Very , fr-sdirodkc evKhtd to sv-c,- nnindy : 
yd'TotiVc c, jidiy 'gnmi,lV-|!o-ic * ’' 

-A- When tit ln.sl the conipnny ivcre HcMtw.-tl 
‘i'.nvf'T the tiTn.hi^nc dnscving-roonis ’inlh-lln-ir 
. th<‘ IjnihtC tnirnc nhd dmv ' !um ,d 
;■ Ikllc tif-hh’ i: rnirf ■'vvJiik t!\cy stood with ihrsr 
• jfrupji gf.thh I*' %'Cl of 'their chests Uic hruliff 
dohi Intn 'in n lyhisper Ihnt, the jiulgc had 


;■ brddved the totnjjxnlco rioc-unicnb llic 
ylcdlif! h.^id nnd lir.jiutst say- that 

.'Kisihy’f idynatiirc wns %vi'U counterfeited, 
“'.'ihit, dhrgcTi 'Uv?nrslrid's I - Thut v.ss ff>o 
AfvAhrh'l (InnrolfMi ' dill • not wntc likf; h. 
s-.c'opy'ihHK-k.* it j> true; tnU lus tcrslmg '’Ans 
-’■ihd , so .iffnnk'''‘d nnil ilti-idhlc }c? • r.ll ihnt» 
.' AAjlarj hnniti. i:<iisUj testify, 
j ; sy..,.. Xorhy% fuid dr??f!;k 

-.■;,!s<|r'''iir Idni, *• As: if men r(rsK.T.-lnd 
ydfdirv/t votin' their VAtAc. tn n dimcn 
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ways. You arc a genius ! ” But aloud/ 
he said : “ Have you spohcn to Wangen ? ” 
TJie bailiff laughed. “ Indeed I have,” 
he said. ” He declares that the signing 
took place in the cafe at the Grand.” ^ 
“That’s not true,” thought Norby;;“it 
was at the Hotel Carl Johan.” 

The bailiff emptied his liqueur-glass and 
continued : “ But it’s awkward for him 

that his witness is dead, and that there’s 
no one who saw you write your name. 
And it gives a bad impression, too, to hear 
that a number of people are now getting 
bills from his general store whicbi they liave 
paid long ago. He’s a shady character.” 

When the sound of the last sledge-bells 
passed from the yard a little over midnight, 
Norby began to -walk about the empty 
rooms, rubbing liis hands, for he knew now 
for certain that people esteemed him as 
the old ICnut Norby. 

“ But in the Grand cafe ? That’s a 
doumright lie. I’ve never in my life put 
my name to any paper there. l^Tiat a 
confounded liar he is ! ” 

The consciousness that at anj' rate a 
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fraction of this matter was a lie, now felt 
like iL relief. No one in the world could 
prove that he had ever signed anything 
at the Grand. 

“ But I shall win the whole thing. I can 
" he quite easy about that.** And then a 
little later : “ But shall I wnn ? 

^ Ho sank down at a tabic in the little 
room leading off one of the drawing-rooms, 
oi't which stood a bottle of liqueur. When 
IVtarit came to get him to go to bed she w'as 
verv much astonished to find him intoxicated, 
' and she could not get him to move. An 
hour later she went wdth a candle in her 
hand through the dark roonjs whci'e the 
tobacco-smoke still hung in liglit clouds. 
Tliere was a light behind the curtains in 
the doorway. She peeped cautiously in, 
-and saw that the old man had sunk back 
on to the sofa, and was asleep with his 
glass in his hand. 



CILVPTER VII 


Dowx by the fjord lay a little one-storied 
house, half hidden by large trees within 
a garden. Here lived Fru Thora Skard, 
the widow of the inspector of forests. ■ Upon, 
the death of her husband she had withdrawn 
from the social life to which she was accus- 
tomed, and henceforth lived quietly beliind 
her flowers in her prettj’ little rooms. On 
rare occasions she might be seen going ont 
to some sick or poor person with 'a book 
and a .basket. Although she was more 
than forty, she was still young in mind ; it 
was she who had started the young people’s 
club in the parish. Any .young peasant 
girl Avho i^ished it was certain of obtaining 
from her free instruction in sewing and 
weaving. She had a little boy called Gun- 
nar. Being a sincere admirer of everything 
national,^ she had her little house, after , her. 
husband’s death, renamed and registered 
.as “ Lidarende ” ; and from that time 
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.liked , caUed:, .Thora 


''iidarende,'-'.;; ^ 

•T >wiieTi- she’:heard; the.-iiew? ,about Wangeii; 

■‘‘.Poor wife 1 ^,;Poor cliEdren l ”o 
1^'^new Fru.Wangeb'V^y; w^. Mid she- 
.'.was r so 'Upset abbiit ithis^ that , she ; could- 
-tlurik of nothing else. - Although' .she, had 
yphly a .smalhpensibnr ahd -was 'trying more-' 
...oS'er ‘ :,to^ ’ put something by , fdr. Guimar, 
-vher 'kind 'heart , said, oyer aiid over again : 

i must goriand help them. - Three. chUdren, 
the -parents destitute, and then this ; crime 1 
;'Tt would he .VTong of me hot tio^go.” : - . - , v 
■;.'^There hycre, . such different opinions .about 
: 'W^rigeh’s .guilt and ; inhqce'nce.' ^ Frix Thora 
:iwhs‘, STifficiently .well acquainted with, her 
.MIbw-creatures to know that, most of them 


:• iKdieved Wangen to be guilty, because - he 
V had. hheady gone down in the world. She 
. wanted/to form her own opinion -about the ; 

;• matter, ,,umnflhenced-% others, 'and there- ; • 
-,:fbre ihtditated deeply, upon the - matter, 

' reasoiiing from her knowledge of the two 
yiheri;'; For. one of them - must be: in . the, ;; 
-^^.wrpng.: ’ , ■. -/ ‘ 

; tt:happened that jNorby realized in. him-, " 
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self and his belongings some of the ideals that ■ 
Fru Thora of Lidarende cherished. . She 
had always thought there, was somethmg 
particularly Nonvcgian about Norby. The 
broad, strongly-built farmer, living in his 
large house and ruling over his labourers, 
was like a direct descendant of the old Icings. 
In the store-house at Norby she knew there 
lay a quantity of old harness, drinking- 
bowls, sledges, and carved household articles, 
and she had speculated as to how to get 
hold of them for a country museum. With- 
out her noticing it, or being able to prevent 
it, the impression from these things ent^ed 
, into her valuation of Norb^"^ in this par- 
ticular case. And -Wangen ? He was the 
son of that magistrate who was noted for 
his animosity towards the peasant, and yet 
was not too refined himself to misappro- 
■ priate public money ; aiid now, whenever 
Fru Thora thought of the son, it was . as 
though the atmosphere of the father sm-- 
rounded him. Norby and Wangen opposing 
one another ? Could there be anjr doubt 
in such a case ? , , . , 

It was thus that Thora of Lidarcnde’s 
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V-opiniori^ ;ori This 'matter, was formed, and ; 
when once it, was there,., she. felt no doubt • 
.{ at all about the matter, omitting to inquire 
into the'brigm of the opinion. ’ ■ ;■ 

:She did' not,, however,' gro>y, .to dislike 
.;or scorn. Wahgen ’on account' of this crime. • , 
Oh the, contrary, she felt it was just how he 
riwas .to be pitied,; just how. ,he needed help. 
{‘‘.You, must not shirk your, duty,”, ' her. 
{kind heart said to her every day • and ' 
' she had no peace -until she had made up,' 

; -her mind to offer to take one of the childi'en.{ - 
■ . She wanted, moreover, ,, to set the parish ' ’ 
ah example in not condeihning too severely 
one - who had- given way to temptation j 
. and on. the day. when she fought her way in. 

. a show-storih; along- the fjord to^ call oh,.' 
Fru, Wangen, she felt light-hearted, .not- ’ 

; -mthstanding , the' cold and wind, in the . 
thought that even this sad affair, could afford . 
her , an - opportunity of doing.^ good. . . - . ' * 

{:'When she reached . the Wangens’ house, 
she. .was told by the maid that her mistress 
had . been honfined ; biit as' . this was the , 
{^h-day,. Fru, .Thora was allpwed to go in; 

' {tO'-her. . ' “ ■' ■' ■ ■' ■' ■ ■ ■ ’ 
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Fru Thora could scarcely restrain her. 

■ tears at sight of this unfortunate woman, 
who had thi-own herself away upon such 
a man j and when she bent over the bed/ 
and Fru Wangen threw her arms about her 
neck, they both sobbed aloud. ! 

They talked together for a long time 
before Fru Thora broached the subject of her 
errand; but although she chose her words 
carefully, Fru Wangen seemed offended, 
and curtly declmcd her offej-. And when 
Fru Thora went a.way she had an imhappy 
, feeling of having done something utterly 
\vrong. 

When she was gone, AVangen went, in 
to his wife, and when he had heard Fru 
Tliora’s errand, stood silent with a peculiar 
smile upon his face. 

“ Oh, indeed ! ” he said at last. “ TheyTc 
beginning to want to take our cliildren froir 
us too now, are they ? , 

“ But, Henry, don’t you really thinli 
she meant it kindly ? ” • . ' 

He laughed. “ Yes, of . course ! AATiy 
’ they mean everything kindly.” ' ' 

A little while after he. said : “ I supppsf 
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. tHey -^derstaiid that as! long ;■ as, , I liave 

- my family ab me I . have a kind of bade- ■ 
; -boheV - But,”,' he, continued,;, ^oihg , lip, ■ to! 
ythe mridow, “ that Ahe too--:”' 

- ;,IIe stood watching the' energetic little 
; woinari struggling do^ the . load , against 
,a . wind that . almost -blew her ■' away, lie 
could ‘really sec now that h^ errand; had 

.'been one of which she.=was - ashanied. . 

But. she had, come' to the house ti'jnhg to 
;ho^ his wife to give .up the child lyhe'n. he 
.was hot' there, . ‘and when the ,m6thCT-';lay • 
helpless . in bed. He , suddenly cienched ' his 
thands'ih fierce' anger as he looked after, her. 

; .;Ho:w !she struggled against the wind ! How: 
. hef ," shawl, fluttered !' :A shiver- ran dovyu 
his back .as it stnick him that she'-resembled 
yh -bat, and he thought of witches.. . , .y 

. Henry I ” came., from the bed,' ; And 
’ •When he turned,' his wife stretched' out.her- 
; arms . towm’ds !,him. \ V;,' , ; ■ ; , , 

' ; He bent down,- and . when , he felt hef' 
'-...arhis about his . heck, ' sahlc upon his knees.; 
. ’‘^Henry ! ” she , said,' :strbking , the hack of 
;• his: head.; -Henry. 1 You mustn^.f think 
• that i any of 'US wifi ' , 
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He could not answer, but took ber head 
between his hands and kissed her forehead. 

“Poor Henry I ” she said again. -;“T 
never thought people could be so unkind.” 

’Wlien at last he rose, he said in a kind: of 
exalted indignation : “ IT! pay them out 
for this 1 ” 



CHAPTER Vlh; 

AIads Haui^a^aia^s , itv the m&atitiitte aat 
r-for Hours together looking across at Norby;;, 
his eyes Norby Farm -was a, kind; of . 
fox’s den' ■ away ‘there und^^ the lir-clad 
'^lope,' upon which he must keep watch to 
see what Reynard , was doing. " , • , ' - ■ 

. : - At the approach of crises in forest prices, •; 

. and , of political elections,, It was always 
^ against Norby that -Mads Herlufsen directed', 
.his' moves. . Wlieh he: won, .he slapped his • 

' thigh aiid/wa,S' .ih good spirits for more 
■than a week. If Norby were successful' he 
, was 'as;ashamed as if he had done something ; 
■ wrong himself. But although these two little : 
kings thought;' of. nothing but. doing; one : 
another harm, at the same time they .were , 
good friends when they niet. .They warred , 
; upon . one another - chiefly = because there., 
.was no other . worthj'^ opponent , within ..a 
ryide area. ' ' .- - “ ' - 'y' 

- yMads Herlufsen now sat. pursing up., his 
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mouth, looknig across at Norby and wonder-, 

. ing. “ 'What does he mean by this ? ”, 
ho, thought: for he was alrw's accustomed 
to think this when Xorby did anything. 

“ It certainly isn’t that he wants? to quarrel 
with Wangen, nor is it for. the sake of the 
money. There must be something behind.” 

At last he discovered that Norby wanted 
to get ’^Vangen punished in order to frustrate 
his composition, and thus force the brick- 
fields under the hammer. It was the brick- 
ficlds that Re3'nard wanted to get hold of- 
this time. 

For a little time Mads Herlufsen sat rub- _ 
bing his nose in disappointment at not being ' 
able to think of a counter-move. He did. 
not care in the least whether Wangen were 
guilty or not ; his onlj* care wms for Norby.,, 

“ Do I want the bricldields ? Bless me. 
no! But why shordd Norby have them?” 

At last a thought struck him. One of' 
lus farm labourers, .Soren Kvilene, had once ' 
been in the employment of the deceased 
witness, Jorgen Haarstad. Wangen had no 
witnesses "now, that Haarstad was dead.', 
Suppose Soren Krikne could he utilized f' 
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' He v^ejnemlDered --.^haf aii ■ ?lidnest/;man'. 
Soreii Kyikne had always been/ so he book 
but a bottle of braiidy. and sent ovbr tb the- 
men’s quarters . fbk him, for ' the; men - were 
in ;ht-' dinner/' / ■■■ -- r/. /; ' - 

/ ■ It iyas not a customary'thing for the men 
to be called’ into , the ■ sitting-room of the 
farm ; and when Soren Kvikne' ; went - in, 
he . looked about cautiously , to \ see .‘\vhere, 
'he/'shbuld spit, and y, scarcely . dared to 'seat 
himself upon the beautiful chair. : , 

\;:But HerlMseii gave him a long pipe to 
.'snibke,, and placed him on' the sofa Opposite 
himself, and , after filling' : his glass', two or 
•three times,- said to him ; - 

■ “ Weren’t you" once’ in, the emplo3nnent 
of Haarstadj Soren ? ” ■ 

'/y Soren • Kvikne ' fingered .. his thin beard, 
/and ;§azed ;in front of hinr mth a melancholy 
■ stare/ ’ , Oh .'yes ! 'He ’ was, he" anLSw:efed. 

. 1* You can’t'xemember, I suppose, whether 
’.Haarstad ever ; mentioned' anything / about 
yha%nhgy.signed . his name as h -witness; for' 
;Wangeh"aud-,Nprby, ? ’by - ; ;>; / • - 

/ISpreh, Kvikne shook his' head. \ He could 
not , remernber it; at' all. . , / ’ . - , 
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“ Well, w.ell,’^ said Heriufsen, “ you must 
think a little, Soren.” , ' 

. ’ Soren thought a little— but no !— no I ■ 

“ For it’s possible that, the whole thing 
may depend upon you,” said - Heriufsen. ‘ , 

-., _The^ man looked askance at his master ; 
but Heriufsen was perfectly seribxis, and 
when he went away, told him to remem- 
ber that the whole matter now depended 
upon him. .■ 

When Soren K^dlcne came back to the,, 
men’s room, he stood in the middle of the 
, floor and asked in a loud voice whether any 
of the others had ever been in the farin' 
parlour and drunk a dram and smoked . a 
long pipe w'ith the master. 

At this there was a roar of laughter, * 
whereupon Soren grew angry, and let them'. 
Imow that the whole matter between Wangen 
. and Ndrby now depended upon him. , • 
“Upon you?” exclaimed several voices: ' 
and some, who were reclining on -the 
benches, sat up and looked curiously, at 
him. . 

“ Yes, upon me,” said Soren, nodding/ 
his head. But there was nothing more to 
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,"lbe' got out of Mm; '^ he was riot a man to . 
;:let“hisit6iigue run away .with, liiirii ; ' ■ . • 

• 'From' that day he had no peace either day 
;rir, night. 'S^Tienever he.-' met , his . master, r 
.;he .was urged on with: “Haven’t you 
considered that matter yet ?.”■ It was. quite 
ti’ue lie hari-been in. Haarstad’s service five 
' years, and it was. qtdte true that Haarstad 
arid he had' often talked together alone ; 

^bnt—but ; . He ' scratched liis ear a great 

! many times a day. He talked to his wife . 
about the .' matter, ..and his wife too said' 
.he must think ,a littlel And' Soren did . 

; think a little. He thought' both -day arid-, 
night, since tlie whole matter now depended 
-upon him. ,, 

; It couldn’t be that tiine.Haarsfad and he— 
no, rio, it wasn’t; then.; No, if it was any 
.'time, .then^then it must have been when 
■ they were pairitihg. the carriole together.- 
Haarstad .was painting the shafts, and he , 
hvas doing the, wheels and the body; Tliey , 
."were, standing in .the sun behind the bam.' 

^ And thisi scene, m which they painted the 
- carriole,;- fasteried itself little by little in.; 
Sor'en’s, mmd; untih ,h^ ' gradually, -beeariie ' 
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certain, that if there positively was a 'time 
when Haarstad confided the matter to him. 
, it ninst have been then ; and when he-caibe 
to thinlv of it, it certainly was on tlml 
occasion. . . . ^ ’ 

When he told Herlhfsen one day that he 
had thought the matter over, he could hBl 
undei-stand, why his, master became so .ex; 
ceedingly affable. Herlufsen told , him’ > he 
. might take a holida3’^-for the rest of the day 
He might go dovm to Wangen and ask tc 
be called as a ^vitness. 



'CHAPTER IX 

now approaclnng; and 
tlie nearer it came, the more uneasy did 
Nor by. become. He had found ho.>vay out! 
of his difficulty 3>'et, and he began to fear ' 
that ; he would not be able . to ' find one; 
'Whichever way he turned, he ran ‘ against 
his own, assertions and these assertions,- 
which now lived in people’s' minds . and 
travelled by post and raiiway> had ■gro\yh.' 
into a power, greater than Norby himself ; 
^they' were' like a, son.growii beyond the,, 
control of his father ; they dragged him' on 
continually, they conipelled him with, tlireats 
to stand bn their side in this matter. • , 
He would not, go to an inquiry, however, 
for .then he would have, to take his oath; 
and he was not so far gone yet as to go there 
and i perjure hirhself. ' , ^ , , ; 

“Tm beginning to feel my rheumatism , 
again,’’:. he , said to, his ,,wife, wlieh ho- was-' 

restless at night. : ■ ' . ; • • - - ■ 

‘ ■ ' ' ' ' ' ' ' ■ ’ ' 
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• It occurred to liini that there - was a; 
suspicious stiUness over . the country-sic e, 
in spite of what he had done— a stillness; 
as if someone were lying in wait, lie 
himself had no desire to talk of anything 
hut this one matter ; for he thought of 
nothing else, and was only easy in his mird* 
when others listened to what he said, and 
had no time,, as it were, to think for them- 
selves. • , - ' ■ 

f 

But each new falsehood always cost ah-; 
other as -its proof, and that in its turn' 
another. He had to keep a constant watch' 
upon himself, lest his tongue should run, 
away with iiim ; he was afraid of perhaps^ 
letting something out in his sleep, and. 
hardly dared sleep. ■ ' . , . 

But day by day the inquiry drew nearer, 
and he involuntarhy began to grope about 
for a means of piilling through after all, 
if in spite of everything it should come 
to an inquiry. 

But what he now had to get ready to 
say at the bar would ,be falsehoods again.; 
and at this Norby stopped lilce a horse that 
will not venture upon an unsafe bridge. 



Pj , pusHed badcwards ; ':He’ was afraid ^ 
h'ej was not acciistomcd to it. , 
iX’No one is so ' inucb in- the humour for 
pliilosdpliizing as he who is suffering in 
saret'. As -he’ cannot tallc upon the subject 
fe would most prefer, he chooses, something 
similar. .One day, when .Norby heard of 
the , sudden death of an acquaintance of 
his-ym another part of the parish, a cold, 
shiver ' iiin .through him as an , inward 
voice whispered : “ You will be the next, 
N'orb}%” ‘ \ 

That evening, when he and his wife, were 
in bed and the light was out, , he yawned 
heavily, and said in a tired voice : , , 

’ “ ISn^tit a stiange thing that wc humari 
b&igs,Avhd ,may die at any moment, should 
pass all pur time in doing evil to others ? ” 
.y.Marit; sighed and smoothed out the sheet 
oyer the counterpane. - ■ - 

, y ,Yes,’y she said, “it is.” , 

when^^^ look into our b%vn hearts, 
we see that even those who go .wrung and 
^omniiticrirhe need hot be any worsAthan 
one of ;us.”.. / , ' ■ 

y,.: After a brief pause Merit answered : “ No, 
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not if they repent' ; tbcre is pardon" for the n 
too; then, I suppose.” 

it was very quiet during the pauses n 
theii" convei'sation. The 'winter night wis 
dark and cold, and now and agaiii the wii^ 
was heard whistling past the comer line 
a. dying howl. 

In tliis feeling of death and the dark nighi , 
Norby again saw the parish— his parish ; bur 
this time all the people were alike, thej 
were all ready to die, all cold, pale, suffering 
beings, such as one ought to be , good to. ' 
“ Do you know what I’m tliinldng about 
Marit?” 


“ No,” came the rather sleepy answer. ' 

“ MTiy, that if we do something down- 
right bad it’s not at all certain that the 
consequences will be obliterated if we die, 
It’s ver)’^ likely they go on living and doini 
harm to others for a long time.” 

“H’ra!” . 

“ But can you teU me then how' such a 
man can have peace in his grave ? ” 

“’Marit expressed, her opiinion that oiu 
intelligence was not sufficient for that, and 
turned over on the other side. 





101 ' 



‘this.'- — • 7 •. , > , — - , . 

|#tii^^^be::.saved, >4:'sit^.m_ heav^?:; , 

lieTlaV 'tliere;;looldng and ■ Ipokm^^ 

‘ ■ . ‘ . . i.-, ; •i,+,r.>loof llP. shOTlid. 


He - lav ^tiiere -iouiviiig 7 -,. v mj ' . 

With S ■ .-' 

' ^ oio<ar» that ni^i^ht either,. Ilp - 

:npt get : any i-^a- ,ome ^disease 

;began to ;.be >ure that ha, ,had , . 

ioi other;ip<irhaBS heart-isease. e 

i^yhiie'he.atood: in the Ttness.hox^and^ . 
^;Usiftofeer7,it would tome., :He wpuM^^ 

.<ie‘.% G6d, be metciM to:.my .sp^^ ^ ; , 

he sat up in bed and 

:? h VkUtoh? - Heayen help; us ! It wa p . 
ii^p alieady, and ht had pot, slept ; 

• '• ^\Tieii'ihe oiice more, tried to go ^ . , P’ - 

;h ^gahdo-see how difficult-it ^ hon<^ft 

hud, tairlyitp put right a wrpng , _ hll' 

HeSlPy^with: :closed;Pyes' 

7“H7.-5™nted. to unafe,it,,all;si?-a^, 

r,ag£ihli”>heisaid to lumself,t‘ .neither, ^e^ 

1 menfm a prison would help, tor 17 ^ t 

;, acouski6h .would stni bye 

hlpobridlM out :^ :they™ys U had^ne. 
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and follow all the threads to the end, should. 

I be finished then? No. I should have' to-, 
give compensation for the evil consequences. 
One mil have forgotten the falsehood, ah- • 
other will have laughed at it, but a third, 
■will remember it and make Wangen suffer - 
for it. But suppose I could make up for 
this too ? Would that be the end of it ?’. 
No. There would still be need , to^ 
for what he suffered all the time people 
believed him guilty. Can that be paid for ?; 
No ! No ! ” And he involimtarily shook; 
his head as he lay with closed eyes.. How; 
was he to get to sleep ? . .. 

The next day he roused himself and . 
went up to Gudbrandsdal, where he cwned 
large forests, and where his men were driving 
timber. He felt that he must get away-^ 
he must forget. 

Up there he was not a rich man- dressed 
in furs. He was in a frieze suit, and went 
on sJci through the forest; and, the ^exercise 
and the fresh air did him good. He saw 
immense piles of timber, and - it was his 
.he stopped now and again to look out o-i^er. 
endless stretches of tufted fir-trees, sprinkled 
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with snow and gilded by the sun, and they 
were' liis. 

“If \¥angen had even been a worthy 
antagonist,” he thought, as he leant' upon 
his sA'i-staff and surveyed his wealth. “ If 
Jt had been Herlufsen now,” But this 
man was down in the world, and did not 
own so much as the spoon he ate with. 
“And it’s that poor wretch you want to 
injure 1” he said to himself. And not 
even using honourable means; for you’re 
attacking him in the rear—attacldng a 
dead 'man in the rear!” He felt inclined 
to thrash himself. 

When he got home he had caught cold 
and was a little feverish in the night. He 
^himself thought' it might be typhoid fever, 
and that he would die ; and he was tortured 
by the thought of the evil action that would 
live after him. 

At last one morning he felt he could 
bear it no longer, and determined to get 
rid of the whole thing — first go to Ms wofe 
and tell her the truth, and then go to the 
hailiff and make things right with him. 
Now it was settled, thank goodness I 
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But' just as he -was • getting out of bed,. 
Marit called from the door that there was 
some one downstairs who had been waiting 
for him for ever so long. . 

“That’s sure to be the bailiff,” he. said 
to himself, turning cold at the thought. 
But when he came down he found it ' was 
an old farm labourer, Lars Ede'ven, who 
.wanted to speak to him. ' . , 

“ Come iiito the office ! ” said Norhy. . 
He was vexed that it was only this old 
man who had frightened liim and made him 
hasten his dressing. 

, “ TVhat do you want ? ” he asked, sitting 
down before his .writing-table. . 

To, his great astonishrhent the old man 
came close up to him and seated himself 
so that he could look Norby, straight in the 
face. . ■ i‘ 

“ It’s a hard task I have to-day,” began 
the old man. ■ , ' 

“ Indeed ? ” said Norby impatiently, 

“ I’ve come to ask you, , sir he stopped 

to cough— “ whether you’ve laid this mattei 
with Wangen before the Lord.” , •. - 

Norby., stared. He , leant back in his 
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¥ - S skived still 

iaug%, -He tl>out‘v^^^4o sat there 

that one . 

I stcmng itc) .tlus. An 
.kept ahvetip on the tail ^ 

lie-sHpuld-cpme her . . ^ himselt 

hSh?aVtadtter,:tl^^^^^"^„ ^ehl; 

!;-Wd Providence 1^ ISO, that ^ 

;.i:Ahd-:Notby : laughed, It wa 

^:tejhefatog^d^s <ta 

'thik^obr tcUow a- krone or lac ,- 

',?f -ijic- ipom. . , _ jjionaged 

: .c'VArid ; what then f b*^ 

».t6 -ask. toying to upon' 

y;;>rhe..old his knees,, - 

lisv slick, ,whic^ . , , 

and nontmued calmly • btit I’d • 

h:y ' -'.. i^ht to rest quiet in . 

:; lather, not go and- ^ 

;.rp«?’, - sard ^^^;„„,;.asked you 
v : ^drawing .nearer.. . Jias ai . 

/Clid' do. so %'■ 
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“Yes,”' said the old cottager.'. 

“Is Wangen allowing tobacco on 

credit ? ” ' 

“It’s God Almighty •who’s asked rhe,” 
There was a pause. Then Norb}’^ cleared 
his throat, and asked : ' ■ , ' 

“ And . -what have you got to witness 
about, eh ? ” ■ , , . 

“ I went to town •with you that , time, 
sir.” . , ' 

“When?” „ 

“ The time you signed that paper,” said 
the old man. 

Norby grasped the arms of his chair, arid 
pressed his lips together, and the two men 
looked at one another. At last Nprbv 
cleared his throat again. - . 

You’re in your second childhood,”, he 
said. . You d better get home and go to 
bed. He rose and turned towards, the 
window, but then seemed to recoUect sonie- 
thing fresh, and looked again at the cottager. 

. And, by the by, if you appear at the 
inquiry I shall have you declared irrespon- 
sible. Now go ! ” ^ ' ; . 

Good-bye ! ” said the other gently, as 
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raoveS towards the door. “I onty wanted 
fo lie quiet in my coffin,” he said once more, 
and then .weht quietly out. 

V Norby remained standing at the window 
■wipi his hands in his pockets. It had done 
him good to be able to laugh for once ; 
butdt was still better to be able to be angry 
with some one besides one’s self. , ; 

They’d, better just come and interfere, 
in -niatters that concerned only himself 
and . God Almighty I If they did, he vvas 
still man enough to show' them the doori 
-They’d better .begin suspecting that he was 
not happy! If they did,, he would be man 
enough to. shmy them something else. It 
would not Be that poor old fellow^ at any 
rate,., who would make him break, dowm. 
There W'puld be no confession to-day. Some 
way , put of the difficulty could still be found., 
”, >\TiiIe he ;was sitting at supper that 
evening,' Marit said ' with a little laugh : 
“ =Do , ypu knp\y ■ that the widow' down at 
liidarcnde has started helping . Wangen ? ” 

: ' Nb;’’^ But it w'as a piece of news that 
stung, and he thought of that active w'othan 
.wjth the;, bright face, that usually smiled 
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at him; but suddenly her face seemed to 
become grave, to tuim, away from -him 
towards Wangen.-, . ; 

It would be a nice thing indeed if they 
began to doubt TVangen’s guilt m the 
parish. If they, one and all continued- to 
belicye in it, so that Norby could be at 
peace with God Almighty, he might still 
make his confession. But he would, have 
peace. They must not think they could 
take him by force. , ' 

Something healthy within him seemed to 
begin to growl and rise in opposition when- 
ever any one irritated him. lie could not 
, get this woman, ■ who was on her way to 
Wangen to help him, out of his head: The 
master of the parish school, who had defeated 
Norby . in the school committee, was a 
• friend of hers. The fool I Norbj’’ soon, saw 
. iiim accompanying her in order to . Join 
Wangen, and at night, when .he lay, in bed, 
he saw yet othens lea\’ing him to" go over 
■, to the adversary. ■ , ■ 

“Just see if niy enemies don’t make this 
an opportunity of injuring me ! ” he thought, 
and the anger that this roused made’ him 
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still stronger.' AlHiat a relief it was to 'be 
^ble/:i;b turn bis eyes away from himscll 
and instead odcupy his thoughts wdth what 
.possibly taldng place, in. the parish! 
He . wouldn’t wonder if his enemies utilized 
the opportunity. ' 

:>Ohe;day he heard, that his old enemy, 
liiwyer Basting, was going to defend IVangcn, 
and that, he “was - not only going to insist 
upon ah acquittal, but claim enormous 
damages., Wangen, moreover, had found, 
^witnesses who would prove that lor a long 
tiniciNorby had done all he coidd to injure 
Ms business., , ' . ' 

■ y.Norby, began to laugh, and theri sprang 
.lip and began to bustle about with his 
thumb hoohed into ; the armhole ol his 
;w!aistcpat. After a , , time he stopped and 
:drew, a long breath as if of relief. - 
• ;-‘,'Kd,Teally, Marit 1 The. wolf’s beginning 
to hPwl now. Basting! So that hedge-law- 
’ yer has at Ihst got a case, has IVc ? Ha, ha ! 
And .tlieh': these lies alodut. my having — - 
No, this is feaUy. too much, Marit ! ” 

that just, what I said.? . said 
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From that day forward the parish was 
always in ICnut Norby’s mind, that parish 
which he saw best when he closed his eyes. 
All that every one now did was to walk 
along roads and sit in rooms and, gather 
together and take sides in this matter. 
He guessed more and more who were gather- 
ing against him. He would perhaps be 
left quite alone at last; and they would 
make use of this in order to do for him 
entirely. Slind and . health . grew stronger 
and stronger in Khut Norby. It was too 
bad of Christian people to go and witness 
falsely against him. He had never wanted 
to injure Wangen’s business, never ! 

He was in bed dae mesaiag wbea Mavvt 
came and told him about Soren Kvikne, 
who had been in service with Haarstad. 
He sprang , up and began to look for his 
- slippers, and said, laughing : 

“ By Jove, Marit, Mads Herlufsen has 
had his finger in that pie ! ” 

This eased him of his last burden. .It 
was not hard on- Wangen any longer now, 
.for he had so. many powerful friends, and 
besides, he was circulating falsehoods.. It 
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side, his amdetj^ lest he sboiild fail increased ; 
and tliis urged him on incessantly to think 
of ways of being even with these, men.. 
“ We shall see if they succeed ! he said 
to himself with clenched teeth. He re- 
collected now the evil that many of these 
witnesses had done to him in days gone 
by. They were like old wnunds, that opened . 
and added their pain to that of the fresh 
ones. He became more and more an^j' : 
he no longer thought, but only looked about 
for weapons with -which to strike. • r 
Tlie strange thing was that Norby began 
to be at peace in his, inmost soul. The 
wound in the innermost recesses of his 
heart was forgotten, and he thought only 
of those that grazed the skin ; so he began 
to sleep better, regained his appetite, and was . 
in good spirits. He had a good conscience, 
such as a man may have who, being innocent 
on twenty chsirges, forgets that he is guilty, 
on the,' twenty-first. When he , thought '■ of 
all the twenty, he, as it were, told God . 
Almighty that they balanced. ' . ' . 

-There was no longer an impressive stUI-' 
ness romid about him. There was a noise. i 
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Hej went dh M his' preparations, Vent: to 
his ia\^yer in : Christiania, always recoHedting 
new false ‘ accusations and, writing, .them 
down,' letting ’himself be wounded by them 
in:’ order; to ^ feel'; thoroughly how innocent 
he,: was. If there came 'inpments when hU 
was quiet about hini, ' he went on . expecting , 
new false ' accusations. He/wanted ' them. * 
If none came,- he^ niade .soihe 'up without 
noticing that he did so. ■“ Qf cpm-se they ,. 

now .that I disown this signatmc’ out 
of avarice. IT Or 'because ; I am aihaid 
qf-'. my wife.v,, l^mut ’.'Ndrby’ - ah'aid ' of 'his 
wife.! ”.’. It ii'ritated. him ' that people could 
saV. . such . things, . arid .he made up . hew . 
charges; one after another, ndthout rioticmg 
that they ; were . made -up'.' They . were like 
glasses ;,of .’ spirits,' which, always ilcept hirii 
in a: hazy condition, always buoyed him up, - 
always; made, hini forget, what he iriost desired 
td. fofgeti always ; gave him a feeling ^:of 
irmocerico and of being in the right. . , . . 

,Th.e inquiry, was now' close .at hand, and; 
the - old . man .drove about , the cpuntr3^-side 
and: collected counter-evidence. lie, wa.s 
quite . ready for' the,, inquiry now. ,■ 



CHAPTER I ; 

In a' room iii a , Christiania boarding-hdusc 
' a Lydiing mah' was, sitting: , with his elbows 
, on; the table and '.his' head in his haiidsi 
;.Tn. fxont 6f , him . lay a large open bdpl^i 
.' with certain: passages underlined with , red. ; 
}-but , he was' riot readirig. It was,^ Einar 
'■'Norby,' ICnut’s only, sm*vi^ang‘ sori ; '.and 
, he. was. a student of- philology, and, was 
' reading , £or ;,'riis fina\ examiriation. ,-. . ■ ' 

, ; The! window was ' open. ' to y; the" w^rrii 
'March sun, but now he rose, and went, to 
■ . shut it, as the noise from the street disturbed 
i his thoughts. He began to pace up arid 
down the: floor, now arid then passing, his 
; hand across ! his forehead ^vith ■ . a . pained 
moveirierit. What shall I do about ttii^ ?’" 
he thought. -“For /things Have' -takeri.' a 
• differeri.t aspect riow.ri ' • v, 

'. He was a tall, slim, fair, young niari , of 
about , five-and-twerity i ; His not yet . having 
takeri his degree was not owing, to laziness ; 
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He had first studied theolog)^ for a -couple' 
of years ; but one day he had gone home 
and had appeared before Ids father in Ids 
office to say privately that he could mot 
go bn with it any longer, that his conscience 
would not let him be a priest. , r;";’ 

His father sat gnaAving the end of ^ his 
pipe, and when he had listened to his son’s ' 
explanation, said : “ Well, well, you’re quite • 
right, my bo3% to give it up if j'ou are so 
sure of what you’re doing. It’ll be worsey 
rfor yom mother; but I must tr}' and talk-, 
to her,” . So Einar. went abroad to travel 
for a year and look about him, and on his 
return he had taken up philology. . 

A w'eek earlier he had heard in a lette 
•.from his mother of T^angen’s forgery, and 
it had at once excited his greatest astonish- 
ment,, for he- remembered with perfect 
distinctness how one day three or four' 
years ago his father had come up to him- 
and said : “ Wangen’s got the better of 

me nicely to-day I ” Arid then • he had 
told him about the guarantee, but' begged 
him not to tell any one, not even his mother:' 
This had ; surprised'' him at the - tiiiiei and 
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remembered it so', distinctly;, I % ^ 

^ i: ‘.tWliat ..shall I; .do, ? , he . astved: hiinselF 
oyer and over . again. ,d[t yhs ' possible 'there^^^ 
was some mismiderstahding, but lie nevertlie-; 
less'ihougBt Jt best to . wite 'to .his father; 
^out,it; V/'-- i .y;-:-; 

-'^\He 'had, h^ad an answer to-day.^ ; .The. bid, 
man impte- that, Binar wa^ talkmg nonsense.: 
He- had. never ' had ^anjbbhing, to /do,' with, 

-V'' - V 

; ” .ls' .it; nonsense, ^ :Einar . as 

he paced; his room. . His father whbte quite; 
confidentiy that it was all nohseni^e ; ; .but- 
Bihar;.'; took Heaven ; to .TO that it. was., 
npt,.r;.;.The' more , he, thought' abput'dt, the 
more, .pertaiii; he .was , that . he ;remeihbered' 
accurately. ■ '■ ’i-' 

But .what .shall; I ;do ? ” he said again';' 
for -he I'felt . that he could hot "at; brice give ; 
in about .it.-; , “ Suppose”. Wang'en is iimocent 
and X am the' only ,‘persbn who can save him: 
Mother^ TO .too,' that rWangeny Had ..no 
witness.es.,' ',:,What'. shall H., dp, 1 - . ' , / .y';;. 

y .yThe inquiry yas to take place in h few days, , 
:sb:lie. .could hot '.put off acting any Ipriger. ' 



■ “And father %Yritcs' that he has never*' 
•had anything to do with- Wangen; so' 
it cannot refer to some other matter than 
the one I remember. Is it possible- that. 

father is so forgetful, or ? ” 

■, Certain of his fath<?r’s ways . in business 
matters had often jarred upon Einat. But 
this ? No ! , ■ ’ ' V 

“ But suppose that Wangen is punished 
for what he is innoeent of ? Could • I ever 
be happy again ? ” 

He threw himself upon the sofa and 
covered his eyes with his hand. Supposing- 
he went home and put things to his father ? 
What a row there would be ! And if his 
father had really embarked upon something 
wrong, he supposed it was too late- now to 
turn back, at any rate from the old man’s' 
point of view. ■ J 

“ But what am I to do ? Shall I not do 
anything at all ? ” • . - 

The thought of what it would involve, 
namely, his going before the court and; 
giving ' evidehee agauist , his - father, made 
him dizzy. But if he were to interfere 
at all in the, matter, he must be prepared 
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for all that, it.ihvoMedi,' Gii the, one' side 
stood his - father/'' and . on' the ' other .- the 
impulse ' to do . what- whs . right ; \ and he 
heard a mocking Yoice, witliih. him sav; 

There j, now you can see, how easy it, is, to’ 
rise .above family oonsideratiohs ! W^at' i^^ 
it had /beeii some .one else - arid not .your 
.fatheri ^ ■ . ' ' 

Eiriar Norby had - often .been gunty/ of 
Judging- harshly. , especially - in t^he . case, of 
public, men. He belonged to the genera-, 
tiori of young men . who, through bitter 
.disapppintnients, have ' conceived . deep- 
suspicion both of the ideas. arid.of thC, men- 
who' had once aroused , the enthusiasm,' of 
their ..early youth. ... 

., 'Wlule he’ lay; upon the .sofa -svithhis hand 
over his eyes, . the , mocking voice ■ within 
him .went on. : “ Now'.you must show what 
one ought to do.,,. .Be sure you don't shoW' 
an}^ family .considerations ; don’t be a party 
to any : cori'uptiori,- like public men !- ; Do 
what is 'right!:. How you, have been -ap- 
plauded; in the. . Students’ . ,Club when ^ you. 
have spoken of public: men who float about- 
,o'n ; vagiie ; sentiments, and jWhose conscience. 
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is kept entirely , by relations and friends. 
You once said ' that , their meaning -vvel) 
;was no defence; for they made their 
judgment drunk -with sentiments that did 
not concern them, and thought they Were 
honest, like the drunkard, who believes 
that he alone' is sober- Take care I Don’t 
' be a coward ! Be siii-e you do what is 
right ! It cannot be such a dreadful thing 
to come forward and give evidence against 
your father when you are in the right ! ” 

It seemed to take him by the throat; 
There appeared to be no choice between 
the two ' things, cither to be a coward, or 
to go home and bring mrhappiness upon 
all those he loved. . 

At moments such as these, when a momen- 
tous decision has to.be made, ]perhaps at 
great cost, there are always certain voices 
that, lull and weaken. You are a fool ! ” 
they said. “ What in the world do you 
want to meddle with- that matter for ? 
Your father has one son. living, and that 
son now , -wants to . get his father sent to 
. prison. 'Do you loip-W anything about, the 
matter ? You talk a lot of twaddle, about 
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lemenibermg this, ’ that, an^ the ' other. j !but' 
what about- 'yortr father ,? ^ you suppose 
'he doesn’t; reraember '. what ^he: did ?, //Does 
,he •.generally act like a^ scoundrel ? ' Iii any 
ca'se^ -stick to ydur , last ! Leaye / to . the' 
hourts V of . justice that ' which- belongs 'to 
them,' ; aiid , see if you, really / caii - mmiage 
do. .be ready for your examinaiiqh ! ’’ , / , 

■ This/=relieyed him for .a time, but when 
'he. rose/ and began- to- walk up and dowdi,- 
.iie/once more saw the funny, •white-bearded, 
malk that-somewhere in his ;inner, conscious- 
ness began, to.: grin, •“Df.' course not,, don’t' 
.‘'have; anything, to do ; with ^ .'^ou niight 

risk something this-' time; for this time' it 
affects !yourself,. youir own .people. , ■But-:talk, 
;in .a loud 'Voice when it’s about persons that 
you don’t' know.! , Declaim then, > and; bring 
tears' into .people’s eyes:;;, '.but now ? r.Be 
ailentj ;. Sneak’ ,pff ! Hide /yourself ! 

‘start' again ' to-miorrow,- when 'you take aim 
. at some poor person, who .doesn’t belong to 
' you, Be ;, one of ' those ' champions . of .truth 
for .^yhom, you halve', 'always ,'showm ,;.such 
■l^htempt !’’/'' / r, .V/'-;'. '-J; 

, //He;' gre-iv . more,: and ' more, agitated* : He, 
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sat doAvn and passed liis hand again and 
again across his brow, then started up once, 
more and paced the floor, with his head in 
a whirl. He had scarcely slept all night, 
opting to the same thoughts. • ;• C 

“ I must come to a decision ! There are 
only two days Icltl And i? I sneak out of ; 
it now, it will not exactly be a heroic deed, 
and ever after I shall have to keep quiet' 
when anything is said about justice . and 
truth.” . 

He looked at his watch. There was a': 
-train in a couple of hours. But just as he 
was about to .get out his bag and pack it, ' 
he was once more, seized with uncertainty... 
Suppose his father would not be persuaded ? . 

What should I do then ! I ought to have 
some plan of what I am going to do, if I 
.am going to interfere.” '■ 

He seemed to see his father, and Nbrby 
Farm in the summer, waving’ cornfields, and 
the ■ calm waters of Lake Mjosen. Go and 
give eAudence ? Break vith them all ? .Bring 
unhappiness upon them ? Never more have 
a home at Norby ? .He sank upon a "chair 
and sighed heavily. “.No, I. can't do itl ” . 



CH^TER II 

Tm parsonage was ' not ' far. from- Norby , ^ 
Farmi - The day, before ithe inquiry : Pastor . 
.Borring began- to wonder whether he ' could ■ 

, hot! .bring about ‘some reasonable agreement ; , 
in ;,this .- .hacked an foolish' case' -‘between ' 
tiyo honest men. , , ", - ■ ' ! - 

- ■ /No one . loiew .that Pastor- Borring had a 
secret, trouble", that, caused! him continual • ' 

! suffering. He believed neither in . the atone- 
ment; nor in the utility; of -the sacraments; /. 
and yet as pastor he- had to say and do what - - 
was pure .'. and true. ■' He . felt that he was ■ ■ . 
top old to' resign his living , and start again! / 
-in life ;' and with his ' present^ good-stipend, 
;he . cpiild- -help , oh liis . numerous children ‘ 
iii the whrldp".;.’ , - ' 

' But . this faithlessness to his . comdctiohs. 
hadihade ayery good.ihan of Pastor Borring. 
He . knew himself sufficiently v/ell', to , judge 
others .leniently.- . He took ho, interest in - 
' gossip, for ' he; .thought. ; that the .. evil that 



, could be said about others, was - not riearly 
so bad as that which cbiJd be said about 
.himself. . IMany came to him with their- 
troubles, and it was easy for him tt» comfort, 
•them, because their misfortunes seemed to 
him small in comparison vdth his own.: 
/Peoide thought him a good pastor and a 
noble man ; and perhaps he was both of 
these; because he, was always burning with 
' a secret despair. . - 

• I’m going a drive to-day,” he said to 
his wife. , ' ’ , , - : 

“Is any one ill?” she asked. - 

“Yes.” 

“mere?”' 

• “ Out at the brickfields,” said the pastor, 
Enveloped in his 'grey ulster, with a red 
scarf round liis waist, he , seated liimself 
in the sledge, and the little bay fjord horse 
. set'off -in its usual trot. , . ■ . , 

It was a sad sight that met liim out at 
the red. factory buildings, where there was 
no smoke ascending from -the, chinmeys/ 
and' the shop stood with locked doors and 
shuttered uundows. “ Poor man ! ” thoutrht 

' t , ^ 

the pastor. “ If he is.,^lty, all this, trouble 
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: is too great for him to bear ahtl if- .ho;is’ 

. innocent., this ^YiIl be ■ the worst evidence 
;■ against him. He must be, encouraged.” 

, - Wahgen still lived in his pretty house, 
and after taking off his coat in the ehccrfid 
hallj tile pastor went into the drawmg-room.^ 
; A , servant was occupied in dusting, ,and: 
‘she went, at once to tell, Wangen; ’ 

, ■ Tick ! tick 1 went a little clock in. its 
..polished case on the wall. There .was a 
sound of children crying in the adjoining 
room, and , Wangen’s' voice hushing thein, 

. The door opened and .Wahgen entered! 
fie had grown very thin, his eyes wore ah, 
expression of suffering, and . he was almost 
unrecognizable. , . . , . 

, “ Our little baby died last . hight^” He 
. said, when he had seated himself. . ‘Mt 
was undoubtedly because of his mothers 
„,millc. She has had too much to bear; 
-'lately.” '■ 

‘MJe means by. that dhat Norby' is ..to', 
; .blame' .for . this too,” thought the ‘ pastor! : 

It . is high time. I talked, to , him. Bear 
;; iWangeh,”' he said aloud, “will you do ah! 
■ ' old pastor a- favour, ? Will you- get , up on , 
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my . sledge, and drive over .with me to 
Norby?” - ' - ' 

■ Wangen - started up involuntarily, and 
put his hand to his head. “ To Norb 3 ’|>? ” ' 
he said in astonishment, | 

“ Yes. We’ll try and put an end to |this 
matter, dear Wangen.” . , ' . 

Wangen smiled and his eyes began to 
glow. “He’s afraid at last, is he?”- he 
said. “ And so he sends you.” 

.ITie pastor shook his head. “ I’ve come,- 
on my own account, my friend,” he said^ 
“ Let me tell you that it is easiest for the 
innocent one to forgive. Show thi.s , now. 
Come with me to Norby, and there I’ll 
say ; ‘ Ivnut, I want to talk to you a little,, 
and Wangen is going to hear what- 1 say.’ 
Then we three’ll go into a room by ourselves^ 
and I shall, say : ‘ Y’ou two, who want to 
.send one another to prison, .you’re both 
guilty. Shake hands ! Sign a declaration 
that henceforward neither of you -will ever 
mention the matter again ’ ; and when we 
, go into the other room, I shall say to the 
' otliers ; ‘ There won’t' be any inquiry ; 

for IVangen and Norby think that this has 



nptMng; to tliy hive .aAanged, ««.--■ 

or , my . one. .els? , In,a . couple,, 

matter .between * : f6und somctbmg :, 

else;, to talk about,- a . _ Ifqw. 

the .wbole Waugeb, : .aoA .“S ; 

,.'^ut von;, your -;tlpps®’- , / ;r 

'.-.witll ipel;” . ,, : .^j5-.-.' wangen -sat .-dowb.;,, 

r-Vaud "“^^b^two 

:he 'asked.- . , :. -. .-. ' ; perplexed. . He, 

.The: pastor : tros .a b ^ P .^^^.j^j^tarily. 

■„i.‘ r= worth than ^ 


ispeciuuj' .see—J-i*-. 

m > siay- ^tp- _ security for Wahger 

.‘ir^pu'.havept gi . ^ -.,p^y this 1; You’l 

before, then. do>it^^^ friexrd :Kofh> 

un again; 

. .’gut; Wangen sUrtea ui , , & 
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“ No/’ he cried; “ not for the.' wirM !,: , 
Shall I beg him for the help that he’s' kven;/ 
once, hut hacked out of ? Good he^'^ens,' 
no! No! Do you really, think, Ihstof 
Eorring, that when first Norby has r^ed . 
me, then dishonoured me, then driven • 
my .vdfe to the verge of madness, 1 . am 
going to Norby to ask him. to be friekds '?:- 
No! .That would be a little too mu^!.’’ ; 

“ I don’t know who is guilty,” said the 
pastor sadly. “Let the guilty one settle ^ 
the matter with God.” . ■ , • , 

Wangen laughed scornfully. “ That sounds 
very nice, Hr. Borring, 'but what hhve’ 
we got' law and justice for ? You should 
feel what it is like to be in my place. : L. 
spent my ndfe’s and my own fortune in; 
creating an industry here, and it succeeded 
as long as it w.asn’t in Norby ’s why. . He has 
traduced me until I was refused credit ; W 
has managed to prevent my compounding ^ 
and it -is hot even enough for him to know-, 
that I am destitute ! No, .I’m hot to keep 
.my good name either; I’m to go to prison' 
too, . And you want me to forget all tliis'?. 
: If Norby were to -come ' here himself; juid 
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;askx'!ne-^K^ ;^0O‘ late' -for that -too" 

■no^VV ^ 

'V/Thal pastor sat for a while with, his: lips 
:ebmpressed. 

> mo, . Wangen ! Have . you never 
•^■lisei suffering to any one else nn^ this 
world? ”'.he said.-'.: ' 

tTli'e question startled Wangeh, . arid hc' 
^igairi forced a laugh. ■ 

“ All I know is, ” he said, after , 'a short, 
pause, t‘ that I’m- innocent in. this instance/ 
;Aiich Norby;lias now, tortured and worried 
.'me s.q., long that he slialL go ;to tire prison 
that'he .inteiided for me.' If he' is so rich, 
jtoo, ;he shall be made to pay. I won’t take. 
;a,sm’all. compensation.” 

Ah! it’s all .very 'well . suffering when,, 
ypii' get paid for it,” thought the • pastor; 

That man. is the guilty one.” Aloud he 
< said : : “ God . help us .that we , .hud it so 
; difficult, to forgive one another! And yet 
f^e expect Him :>to be always, ready to 
forgive ;4isl” ‘ . ' . •.'•w 

“.bp you think w^e. shouldn’t have courts 
of ;iaw:,;to help' lis t-o obtain Ju^tiP.Ps.LHr, 
;,'Bornrig ? ” , • . 
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“Judicial proceedings of that kind, (car- 
Wangen, are a bad means of bringing rght. 
to light. XI1C3- may perhapk get hole of . 
the fruit, but never of the root. Just y^du ' 
notice rvhen the -witnesses stand forupd.. 
They lie -witkout kno-iving it; they raise- 
, a dust, and the court passes judgment 
.from the dust. It is human; hut God 
deliver us both from the sentence and; its 
consequences!” • • -I 

All this time Wangen was in the belief- 
that the pastor had been 'sent by Noxb'y, - 
and that he -ivanted to entice him with fair 
words. He had therefore become impatient* 
and -yvished to put an end to the ihter-vie-w. 

, He rose with an impetuous movement, 

. and began to pace the floor. - - ■ 

“ The only thing I’m afraid of,” - he; 
said' demonstratively— for he was q-uite 
willing that Norby should hear this— “ is 
that heTl get off too easily. After thinking 
it over, I don’t- think he ought to come out 
of prison an}’ more,” , ' 

. The pastor felt as if he had received a 
blow, and rose quickly.- “If he is. in the 
right,”.' he thought,' “then Heaven, help 
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the riglit. that has’failcii into 'such hands!- 
t'eii 'bemg in thc Tight make, a man so coarse 
and, bad:? No I ' He' is; guilty ! , 

■' He sighed and took his leave despondently. 
-Wangen \yen.t .bo the. door with him, 'and 
bn thb- steps remarked : ' . • 

“ This is much more than a question 
between. Ndrby and me.. It most concerns 
the ^working meny who arc left without 
bread.;. It is a sociaV question.” . , 

! . T" Indeed ? ,” said the pastor, seating hini- 
sblfb in his sledge and, gathering up the 
reins, thinking as he did so: Of coiirjse'l 
If a man only . has toothache' nowadays, 
lie tries to , make it into a social question. 
‘People are too cowardly to bear anjthing 
alone.” , 

. Yes,” continued Wangen, “ I dpnt stand 
so much- alone how^ thank goodness, as 
Nqrby thinks.”, ■ ' 

, ‘f-Then he’s .not so . much to . be pitied 
after . all,’ t thought the pastor, -adding aloud : 
“ Yes,. I hear you’ve started a new working, 
men’s tmion, . and . that, you’ve . often given 
lectures there lately.” 

/ ; Yes, ’’ answered Wangen ; “ a man must 
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be blind if he doesn't see that Norby has * ', 
number of rich men behind him, and that 
!thc end and aim of this matter is to do 
away vrilh the eight-hours working day in' 
this part of the country." 

The pastor smiled and said good-bye,’ 
and cracked his wliip over the bay. , ' 

“ That was a A^ery unsuccessful visit,” 
thought the pastor, and sighed. “‘People;, 
are only amenable to reason when thej'., 
arc dying; and even then it is in order 
to gain something.” 

Wnngcn had returned to the draAving-rooin,, 
and stood at the window watching the pastor, 
ns he drove aAvay. He could not at once 
regain his mental cquilibriiun, for, in spite 
of everything, the old man had left a good 
impression upon him, altliough at the same, 
time this Avas something he Avas unwilling 
to ackuoAvledgc ; for it might disturb the 
calculation respecting man’s Avickedness, to 
Avhieh Wangen daily added fresh amounts; 
thereby strengthening bis righteous anger. 

■'“Hoav strange it is,” he thought - witb 
some agitation, “ that the priests alAA'ays 
play into the hands of the rich 1 ” The 
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-tHbught vliad , half 5- unconsciously „ been bd-v 
,mitted:ih order 'tb 'get rid of the 'good ini-., 
:;pressioh:’. b ‘';,^d ithey' .try with , texts and:, 
xqlehin f aces ' to make. the. poor man give, 
up'.hisfr%hts.;, '.I.,dar^^ ' •_ , , 

l;f:As' :he; ;st^ and ' followed . the pastor’s 
isledge' with his , eyes, he gradually , let loose ,' 
a =whble series of such reflections,'* and httle 
by;little, felt the irritation that ‘made him,. 
heUeye in what he said ; and little by little. " 
thehldipastpf driyihg albng the road sebmed 
-to hinhto.be a theplbgicah messenger in .the,'- 
scwce bl.wealth, like so many other priests - 
.in-this 'wbrldhY- ■' 'y- >.'•* 

:r::‘‘;Has there ever been an affair top>rbtten 
■fbr': sonieVpriest o to lend himself, ' 

his;,God,.’ and his >church . in defence of it ? 
Lbpk‘;at ;:war, for instance I And the doc-: 
trine' of eternal punishment I , A nice . thmg 
:i|^eed:!;-;’V-h-’;-V ,V-‘ /; 

;:;:.'^Wangen had hothihg' to do all day npw,y 
spyhe- was' always: busy .with affair, 

-with, Nprby,. and. it;gr'ew . and, grew in. his 
imagihatiom : At ’‘the ^ sa:nie time : he ; com ,: 
;Sta,ntly ':had'.‘ to witness . hesli sad coiise- 
rqnbnces hf his failure. ; If he oifly met ,.the. 
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old tailor who had entrusted' his- sniall 
savings to him, he involuntarily ' went 
another way; for he thought the\, tailor 
stared at him with ■wild eyes. ; , A ' ; 

From his early ' jmuth Henry Wahgeh 
liad been intelligent and warmlv interested 
in questions and ideas ; but these ideas 
had always been aimed at what others 
should do, and how others should be helped. 
When finally an extraordinary responsir 
bilitj^ liad brought him to the last extremity, 
he %vas in despair at havmg to stand alone ; 
he felt , the duty of expiating and suffering 
to be a burden beyond the power of niah to 
bear, and he involuntarily tiled even how 
to tinn the matter into a social question. 
He had at first, .therefore, half imconsciously 
wished and hoped that this forgery, matter 
was only the expression of a conspiracy 
against his business. I\ow he felt quite 
sul’C, and every time be could suspect some 
one fresh of being the rich men’s accomplice, 
he became more comfortably . certain. , 

.When he really thought about it, he. 'had 
long seen signs of something brewing among 
his' comiectioris outside, as well as. inside 
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xtM''';.distr)Ct.;' Ilich men Avei-c ricli men, 
’whether they called themselves farmers or 
'BMh'chahts^ were all afraid of him 

&eausc of his eight-hours .working; dayi 
And they not only wanted to force him into 
bRnkruptcy in order to be able to say 
■“.That’s how things go with such a. short 
wprldhg ' day.” No, they rvanted revenge. 
Ifiiey wanted to send him. to prison. They 
^wanted to dishononr him so greatly that 
;he- tvoUld . henceforth . be harmless. He 
hndferstobd -it how. Like many others, he 
had fallen a victim to the demoniacal 
hrutaiity ' that wealth , and capital breed. 

/For" this very reason the - work-people 
began to be unspeakably dear to him. 
He no longer feared them in conseqnence 
of having. deceived them : they had become 
his brothers and. fellow-sufferers;; it -was in 
fact for; their, sakes that he was now^ being 
p'e.rsccnted: , ' / ' , 

;/In this way the recollection of his regrets 
and resolutions in the dark raihray carriage 
became less ; and less frequent, and in their 
place rose,.' anger against the social powers,' 
ft’hose the^blanie .really %vas. Nor. was the 
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oppressive sense of duty to, expiate and/ 
become better lumseJf any , longer, any con- = 
cern of his.; in this matter, too, he boiild< 
leave , himself out of consideration' ■ and 
look at society. -- ■ . * 

.He turned from the window, and begM 
■ to pace the floor. “So he was willing 
'to let himself be used too, was he ? ”, he 
thought, and the more he thought about dt, 
tlie more excited he became. “ Fancy ! 
that lazy priest, who perhaps lies in bed 
imtil ten o’clock in the morning, giudges 
the .working men a' little easel” 

He bit Iiis lip. By . Jove, the working 
men ought to hear thi.s ! It would be, a 
good . thing if they could hear it all over 
dhe country; Priests were priests all the 
world over. He ..would have it in;. the 
newspapers in some form or other. ; ; 
And.~^Norby ? He might send out as 
’ many priests as ever he liked, . He should 
, go to prison anyhow. Wait till thp .day 
after to-morxow 1 •, 
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eyening lately, Ingeborg Norbjr had 
sat > and read the Bible to the pensioners 
in ]tlie , little house. The pensioners ^verc 
four uni ‘number, the dairymaid and. the 
two. ; farm^scr vants, Uvho, were all between 
jeyeiiiy -and eighty years of age, and had 
be^.m ser\nce.at,thc farm for more than 
half a 'century and the blind tenant farmer, 
whom Norby had taken in so, that he should 
bdi' go. to , tlie ; 

rUln.'; the little room']a3>- the bedridden 
dairymaid and in the larger room sat the 
two .white-haired farm-labourers and specu- 
lated- ; on- V matters. . Thej*^ smoked, 

hoyed from one chair to another, and talked 
togethd' chiefly.'/about their yarious illnesses. 
The : blind uhan for the most part kept 
bis:-'bcd. ••'-i'i. ‘ ■ ■ ' ’ ' • 

v.froni; the large house nothing was seen 
blhhese four :perspns. Even Norby ‘seldom 
%nt tb see them ; but he kept them supplied 

;■> *■' ' ISO ' ^ 
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witli- clot-hcs and tobacco, allbongh they all- 
had money in the l)aTik. 

. This evening the birch-vood v,-as crackling: 
in t!ic stove, and the lamp shed its lights 
upon the long table;-, and Ingeborg sat at 
the door betv'ecn the two rooms and rcjid; 
so that she could be heard on both sides. 

"When she had finished- reading, she re*- - 
peated the Lord's Prayer and sang a liymn, 
in which the two old men upon the bench 
tried to join. When this was over and she 
■was about to go, one of the men said-: 
“ How is the case going, on ? ” 

“ There will be an inquiry the day after 
to-morrow,’' said Ingeborg. 

“ Ila, ha ! ” laughed the blind man from 
ins bed, while he scratched himself. . 

“ Hasn’t that there Wangen ' confessed 
yet?” one of the farm -labourers mur- 
mured, shaking ids head sympathetically. 

“No!” sighed Ingeborg, adding: “May 
God .turn his heart ! ”, 

“ If he’d onty been wise enough to confess 
at once, his punishment would have been' 
lighter,” said the blind man, still scratching- 
himself. , , - ' 
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“^He jEimay have confcs'^cd lo God,*’ 5;aid 
IngeboTg* “ But the Bible says 11ml if 
any one ■wants lo do God’s will, he must go 
and be reeoncilcd to his ’urolhcr. I’m sure 
if ^Vangen had come and asked father in for- 
give him, father would have forgiven nim.” 

*' Yes, God bless him I ” said fhe dairy* 
maid from the little roo?n. 

Ingeborg said good-nighi and left Ihe 
house. 

The two ok! men upon ihe bench began 

to undress, with many sighs over iheir 

rheumatism and pains in their limbs. One 

of them, after taking oft hi*; trousers, sat 

do'^i'n upon the edge of liis bed and lighted 

his pipe before* drav/iug off his stockings. 

The other \vas also in his tlrnwers. and now 

crept eaulioxisly in his elutnsy slipimrs into 

the dairymaid's little room, and .sealed 
* 

himself upon Ihe edgt* of her bed. 

“ Have you got enough on you at night t ” 
he asked, as he .struck a rariloh ujion his 
nether garments, and lighted his short pipe 
with a trembling hand. 

“Oh yesP’ said the dairymaid in a 
sleepy voice. 
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iThese two 'had, been engaged, and ha4 
-broken , it off, and been engaged again, 
over and over again for pretty well 'a life- 
time. For a couple of years they were 
not . on friendly terms, and w'ere each eh- 
' gaged to some one, else but then they 
became reconciled and engaged again, until 
things again went wrong, and so on. Since 
they had become pensioners, however; they 
had made peace and were good friends. 

“ Because you’re welcome to one of my 
sheep-skins ! ” he said, looking' at' the bowl 
of his' pipe and '.trying to make, it draw. 

“Did you ever hear such nonsense I 
And you would lie and shiver perhaps'?''.” 
she said. .“No; if I’m cold. I’ve only.gof 
to speak to the mistress.” ■ 

“ Very well,” said the old man, rising, and 
tucking her carefully up. ... ' 

> He came ineverj’- evening before he went 
, to bed to ask her if she wanted anything: 
It was a kind of good-night. Of late he 
had, induced her to ' smoke, for then,, he 
could alwa^’-s • do- her some little seridce, 
such as to clean her, pipe and cut up the 
tobacco for her. But now, without saying 
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jgwd-niglit, lie,; slouclicd a^ay .and weiit , 

■ -,r. \ ."'f 

'i;/:i“:You’ve. fo^ put but tlie lamp,”- 

.SMtt .. tlie’ ':Llind man. . 'He , could not ' see 
itbJbdt' felt its light upon him."' . , , \ 

After'; the J^p ^vas put out,' the three 
bid .men \lay and yawned audibly ; for some 
fime,:,mitiiHhere came from the little room 
;!a‘yawm-;s6 .'fc thes three men. could 

J'liear it. .. This <,was their goodmight to' one 
^anptfeb:'' \V:‘ ; ' •■■■■' '. ^ 'v,,; 

;;:j'/‘,It ’5 ' coming:, on to blow and there’ll . 
, ;;bei-a, storm, tb-niglit,” said the blind. man, 
'.’dra^^ the' sidn coverlet over him. 

, ;';tTheh.. they’ll have to have the snow-' 

, plough "out agaiil to-morrow,” said one of 
vthe .otherSj after a siidtt pause. •. Then they 
;t,ya)yned a .-little more, and silence fell upon 
j-J-the;. httle^^ ‘ b. ■ ’ 



CHAPTER IV 

The day before the inquiry, Norby was in 
, his office all day, arranging his papers, 
making notes, and preparing his answers 
to the questions he would probabl}^ be 
asked the next day.' He no longer felt 
that it was he wffio accused Wangen, but on 
the contraiy he thought it was he who had 
to make the defence. ■ . ' ' ' ■ • r 

, The gre)’’ Hght of a snowy day fell upon 
the table and his papers, and upon the 
old man as he stood with his spectacles 
far down upon his nose, and passed ^ his 
defences in review^. He was tired of going 
about collecting counter-evidence and taking 
, declarations ; but now he was well arnied, 
and was only impatient to begini' . - 
A slight smile canae over the old man’s 
face as he looked at a paper that . he. held 
carefully as if it w'efe something precious. 
It was precious too. It was a declaration 
. from Jorgen Haairstad’s bedridden ^vidow' ; 
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;iind it.'woiild completSy confound the evi- 
dence that Soren Kvikne 'vvas going to give. 
This was amusing, because Herlufsen w.oidd 
he. disappointed. The old maii was looking 
forward with intense pleasure to the moment 
when heVshould'read the declaration aloud 
ill Vcouft,' perhaps with Herlufsen sitting 
•there -and - listening, to it. There w;as no 
.dotibt that poor Soren had simply been 
bribed to ; give, evidence as. to his ha’vdng 
heh.rd this, remark of ' Jorgen Haarstad’s. 
That' was the kind , of- means these people 
.used ; it was really be 5 mnd a joke. 

\The old .man began , to pace the floor, 
‘Sighing liow and again^ - He > ,v.'as pale ; 
Of date' .he had been unable to think of 
ahytiuhg but' of Iioav he could be ^ even 
with his, ’enemies. He had. as it were passed 
■hy the actual heart of the matter in a rail- 
way train ; ; and it now lay’- so far behind 
•in .mist}, that there were far more important 
tilings’ ,tb be • thought of. ■ It • .was ' clear,'. 
L top, that it was not justice that his enemies 
; were .iso .anxious for. No ; , what they ' were 
iitrivmg.'tb do injure him and toock 
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At. one time. tTiat scene at the Hotel had 
stood very distinctly before him ; but 
Wangen’s assertion that it took place in: 
the 6rand cafe had taken the sting out: of- 
• the- recollection. “ Oh,” thought Norby. ' 
“So it was at the Grand? Very, well! 
Perhaps, he’s right. But then it’s all the 
more certain that it’s a lie. I’ve never. 
„in my life signed any document at the 
Grand. If any paper was signed there 
with my name, then it’s a forgery!” 
Although these thoughts did not always', 
bring s^isfaction, it was nevertheless . a 
relief to let them out. And there was so; 
much besides . to indicate that Wangen’s 
hands were not clean ; there were thousands 
of other things to think about and be 
incensed - over, and the old man had now: 
so often "expressed himself regarding the! 
affair, that to remember his assertions was' 
the same as Remembering the reality., . V", 

He was stilK standing rummaging among 
his papers, wheii\the door opened and MarR-! 
entered. - • ' : . 

“ Didn’t I hear talking at the tele- , 
phone ? ” asked the 'old man, looking over ; 
his spectacles. \ . ' ■ , . • . ^ 




f- ; Jiihar’s coming ; fiome :to-dayi” sHe said.' 
“.{He lias asked to be met/at the station ^vitb ■ 


aAledge.”-5'."'; { •;V.\.VV; 

;; J'He old man put , hands' . behitid; liis: 
back' and; his , legs astride;', and' looked at;;r 
her; over his -spectacles. \ i ' . / ’ ' 

'i^at ; ; do you; , say , he ‘exclaimed. / 
“‘Emar’: coming home bpw; ? He must have\:. 
plenty/ of. time, that- gentleman;! He must- 
be.' /thiukihg; of : becoming,, a, perpetual . 
■stiideht-i , / ",■{ f / / 


Yiou; ate so .hoAteinpAed/’ said Marita 
‘\;YpuVe geri'erally .glad to have; the / boy-/ 
couie/’home.” , ' " /■ ' • ‘ -.'-.v. ' ; ' 


/'i> He/ did: not answer, but again' began to;: ; 
rummage j among bis papers;',/ Was the bo^ / 
going’to interfere. in: earnest in ;this.' affair:?/' 
He'felt.as if an enemy had 'suddenly /stabbed;' 
him ' in. the, back. .'. Einar. ? . He’d /better , - 


tr')^; /that’s /aU. ' 

;// “;If /only he /doesn’.t /'fost go and , tallc;:t6 " 
his' ndpther/ about /‘it,” . thought / the ' /old / 
man. “ But ’/that r?ouldn’t be like him.’/ 

. He ;himg about, '.howeveri .on., the ; watch/ 
to: be thh/first to iheet, Ms/ son at the hpu^e. ; 
/ Euiar /alighted at.; the A,ation, /■ he ' 
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foimd Ligcljorg waiting with liorsc and 
slrtlge, - - 

The mocking voice had nl last forced 
Einav's courage up ; and when he finally- . 
determined to go borne, he felt na if lie- 
had burnt hi.s sliips behind liim. He would 
put this mottcr right, and first of alf he , 
would fry to bring his father to reason;', 
but all the time- he felt as if lie were going, 
up for an examination. 

Wiien he saw the old brown hor.se, the . 
familiar double .sledge and fiir rug. a ivarin 
feeling seemed to come to him from home; 
mid ns he sat beside his si.stcr. dri\dng ■ 
homewards amid the jingle of the sledge- 
bells, he v.-tis impcrceptibh* hik'd \Yitii the 
childlike happiness of going iforiie, !Bufc 
these were the feelings that Einnr.had ,had 
to overcome before lie came to his determina- 
tion : and he was therefore on guard ag.ainst 
them, for on this occasion they were a . 
danger. .. 

Ingeborg had met him at Christmas udth- 
the same horse, and this brought a host of 
bright, pleasant recollections into his mind. , 
He thought of the ball thev had given, ' 
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jlihisa; :tlle •.doctor’s , : 

I' V j' . r>rettv that ' evening, saw nei 

-a ..moffier :diad; done ;; 

' Tthinir to make them enjoy. themselves. 

everything, tp ma _ ^ 

inri how ?■ •Now^.he .-had a .teeiin^ o , 

Aiid.nov^ e'/as ^ m disguise;, 

^:was; coming . home a , , ^ c„ddenlY ? ” 

^’v‘^! ^yhy .’haV^e you : ., , 

: ^Ei&'£oWr. himself 

4fe:S';hhd,,to,say:,l^^^^^^ 

^‘KTaM'Car^'^ , your. ^ good ^ieellngs ^ 

^weaken' ,your purpose. ^ % 'h„rrf- “You 
„V'>.§o„i; lather!” Said 
;i;ah!t'.tlhnW:'what stories people ar 
:;Snt:dnm::now. .^That Wangen -must, be 

:’ a; dreadful, man I ■, ‘ wr 

liifether •W;?£iUr;felt ae asked. 

IIdy^ are^they all :at hopie . 

.'ih ordcl to rchange the- subject, 

ir;“'Little- Knut . kas not ^r.’ 

hhswered'Ingeborg, “ knhhe 


• bo 
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At these words, Einar seemed to see the 
iittle fatherless boy looking 'at him and 
asking : “ Are you really going to be unkind 
to grandfather ? ” - 

A little later Ingcborg told him that a 
yoimg horse had been found dead in its 
stable the morning before. Einar felt fqi 
his father’s loss, and seemed to be standing 
at his side and lookiirg at the stable whert 
the horses were stamping. And he thoughl 
how the beautiful creatures would turr 
their heads in their stalls and whinnj 
their recognition of him, as if they too woulc 
say: “Are you really going to?” Fo] 
he kept in mind all the time that he woulc 
have to go tlirough it all. 

As they turaed up the avenue '’anc 
approached the house, he asked himsel: 
again : “ Am I really going to ? ’’ It begai 
to seem dreadful. 

Ir^Tien they turned into , the yard, then 
father and mother stood upon the steps 
as they always did when he came home 

“ How do you do, father ? How do yox 
do, mother ? ” he cried ; but the word: 
sounded like treachery to-day. 
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” Conir into my oHicc ; I wont to tell 
y#>« something/* said his father, when Einar 
had taken off bis coat in the passage. 

But you must come in soon and have 
, something to cat.” said Iiis mother. “ It’s 
all ready.” 

When they entered the ofBcc, Noth}’’ 
tunied round at the writing-table, and said, 
with his hands behind his back and Iris 
legs astride : 

“ I only want to tell yon that j'our mother 
knows nothing about your letter.” 

Einar inclined his head, and the old man 
continued ; 

“And if that’s wliat 3’ou’vc come home 
about, you’ll have to keep to me.” 

“ Very well, father.” 

“ So that is what v'oii’ve come for ? ” 

** Yes. father,” said Einar in a low voice. 

The old Tuan compressed his lips, but 
he/ moved towards the door, saying t “ Well, 
let’s first go in and have dinner.'’ Einar 
followed in a shamefaced w*ay. as if he were 
a naughty hoy. He was old enough to 
see his father's faults, but he had a very 
great respect for him. 
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“ Then mother knows nothing,” he thought. 
“And if father is so afraid of its coming 

to her ears ” Tic dared not think it 

out. 

The old man was quiet, almost cheerful, 
during dinner ; but Einar noticed how pale 
he was, Ilis mother seemed to have grown 
greyer lately, and he felt an involuntary 
desire to spare her ; she had such complete 
faith in their cause. 

He felt more and more drawn into the 
home atmosphere. He asked for news from 
^ the district, and had to tell his news from 
town. He had his old place at tabic, 
and was the son just returned home, to 
whom every one showed the most friendly 
face. Little Knut came creeping under 
the tabic several times, and up betrveen 
his knees. Everything combined to draw 
him into something beautiful arid soft, where 
he felt he must surrender ; but all the time 
a good instinct seemed to be shaking him, 
“Take care ! ” it said, “take care ! Don’i 
let your good feelings play you a trick 1 

“ Norv, .little Knut,” said the little boy’s 
mother, “ you mustn’t worr}' uncle.” * ■ 
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- It sometimes happens, that . we. 'suddenly; 
receive . a new impression , of a person, as 
if he had in a inonienf. changed his identity,: 
Up to the present! Eihar had looked iipon 
his father as the man who was unjustty, 
accusing Wahgen, and' he was ready 

to oppose ; ‘ but before he was aware of it, 
this same, father was • he . who. ;had -been 
laid ' up: last winter with typhoid fever, 
and was perhaps not quite recovered: from 

ft yet. • h-' h'* 

On the way home,- IngebPrg had. told him , 
of. all the false accusations that: Wangjen 
was spreading about their father ; and 
now Einar too felt his anger rising, and at' 
the same' time a desire to take', his father’s 
part. As .the atmosphere of home gradually 
brought out the feeling of bmng son of the 
.house, he. felt an increasing shame of ,,liis ‘ 
intention to : betray his father, ' his own 
, family . Here they were all - sitting round 
;him .vithout a suspicion of the true, .object 
. of his journey: He felt lilce a ft^uant who 
was going to , make use. of his power of 
bringing, with a, ' single vnrd, . misfortune 
upon , them all. 
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After dinner he felt inclined to sit down 
and chat with his mother and little ICmit ; 
but his father, calling to him to come, u'ent, 
towards -the door. 

“ God help me ! ” thought Einar. “ Now 
it’s coming.” His purpose was already so 
.weakened that he heartily wished himself 
back in town. Little Knut wanted to. go 
with him, but Einar loosened the clasp of 
his hands about his ' knees, sajdng : “ I’ll 
soon be back, Knut.” 

In the office the old man sat doum in lus 
customary place at the writing-table ; and 
Einar , coxild not help admiring the tran- 
quillity with which his father slowdy and 
deliberately filled his pipe. ,, , 

-“Won’t you sit doAvn ? ” said the. old 
man, carefully lighting his long pipe, and 
then calmly lying down upon the leather 
sofa. Einar sat down a little way off. 

“Are you in w^ant of money?” asked 
the old , man, raising his eyelids just' far 
enough to. be able to look at his son.. ; 

Einar felt shghtly irritated at this question 
being piit just now, .and answered quicldy 
“ No, thank you ! ” 
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: ^ ' The old mail himself was a : little emhar- 
raised ; for .he had a' secret respect, for this 
;Spii, who kne;v\\so much,*. and in a -w&y.vras^' 
of a finer metal than hiiiiself, , He. woiild •. 


'tr^at him .as well as .he possibly could, v 
. ' . A^Tisit was' that nonsense; you wrote dn 
; yoiir last letter ? ” he said at.last,^pnce;more ^ 
i'raisihg , his, 'eyes. , ■' : 

■y Emar^rose involiiritoily'. A voice withm ; 
hiin seemed to say : . “ Be brave, ! V • He , 
;'beghn a little hesitatingly :. ^ • ■ , - ’ ■ 

. L didn’t 'mean any harm; father j hnd - 
:; ',I still seeih to remember that day, you caihe 
.“‘dip ;to my"^ room and;, told me about, the, 
V,' guarantee'.” ., ■■ , .. r 

: The old man laughed a little, and pressed 

down the tobacco, in. the , bowl of his, pipe , 
• ' ! with - his. forefinger. , “ My dear boy,”, ■ he 
.. said at last, putting on a merry loolc, “ you’ve'; 
.dreamt that.”- . ' •' 

■ : ^ “hTo, father,” : said: Hinar, , in. rather an , 
i .injured tone : “ ,I’rn .not a child. It’s;-ihy, 

. '' firm conviction that you’re mistaken in. 
', V this matter^ , It’s quite possible yPu’v.e for-,, 
gotten it: .“And I, want, to ask you to take, 
.hack yom' a suppose there’s . 
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still time, and of com-se I know that you 
■wouldn’t do anything that was m.’ong.” 

“Are you. taking leave, of ,5’'0ur senses, 
jnan ? exclaimed the old man, taking his 
pipe out of his mouth and looking at his 
son in astonishment, although he laughed 
again. - , 

Einar bowed slightly, and said, “I mean 
no harm, father.” , : 

“ Yes, you mean no harm,” said the old 
man, trjnng again, to laugh, “ but do you 
quite kno^y what it is that you’re accusing 
me of ? ” And the astonislrment -with which 
he now looked at his son was more serious'. 

Einar put Ids hands behind his back 
and leant against the wall. He had become 
more courageous, and all the time he heard 
. the good voice saying : “ Take . care ! 

“ Can’t you remember that daj% father, 

.when you came up to my room and 

His father interrupted him with another 
laugh. ' . 

“No, Einar;: you can’t expect me to 
remember what you dream.” 

Eor a moment Einar felt -perplexed. He 
had expected to be loaded with abuse; 
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but this kindness and this cool assurance 
beg£ln to disarm him*.. He passed his hand 
across his forehead, and looked before him 
a little helplessly. Had he dreamt it>? 
Was it really nonsense he was talking ? 

And though for his part the old man 
laughed, he thought to himself : “I woiider 
whether some one or other has been taking 
the boy in 1 It would be just like them ! ” 
But now Einar raised his head. 

, “ No, father,” he said, “ I’m not making 
a mistake ; for you hayen’t put your name 
to dny other papers for Wangen, have you ? ” 
“ Ha ! ha ! ha I No, indeed, thank good- 
ness ! ” 

“ Well, father, then jmu must take back 
yolu' accusation, for Wangen is innocent ! ” 
There was a pause. 

“ Take back my accusation ? ” The old 
man sat up, and passed his hand over the 
croAvn of his head, looking straight in 
front of Mm, and putting bits of Ms beard 
into his mouth. At length he said, with 
stony gaiety ; “ Oh no, Einar ! It’s you 

wiio are talking nonsense. So I propose 
that you go back to town again, and set 
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to work upon things timi you imcjcrstnnfi 
bettor then you ,do this Anattcr,*’ Saying 
wliich lie rose, and look a stop tovrardi 
the table. Einar had noticed an aUera- 
lion in hi.s father's voice, winch indicated 
storm. 

“ Well 'f ■' said the old man, turning 
round. “ You stand there like a parson 
in the psilpit I " 
“ Once more, father, take back your 
accusation ! Do, father ! ” 

“ you're quite sure your f.aihcr'.s ,5 
scoundrel ? ” ' ' • 

“ It’s only t.hnt you don't remember, 
father ! ” 

“ Now seriously, Einnr, wlral have ymi 
come home for ? ” His father looked actri* 
ally curious, and Einar felt angry at no1 
being tfilcen seriously. So he said as forciblv 
as he could : 

I’ve come home, father, to prevent, ydr 
doing something you will repent of.” , 

“ Boh’ {\ you think, Einar,'’ his voic? 
sounded aXlittle pained, “ that Tve goi 
enough with^alf the parish down upon me ' 
There arc members of them only txyini 



to; get,, me locked' up; , now 'you-jcome^ 

.too !:■ ’'Aren’t -ydu ashamed ? ’’ • , ' , ' . . 

, K Emar’s head "sank./-, ‘‘ Father— but— 
His ■' Itoees began to give 'way ■ undex'' him.;' 
:b'ut unfittingly ,his father came to Ws aid:'. > 
V ?‘ Who has, persuaded^ you to . do; this, 
•Einat;?'f;- V,’ 

. “ Who f ” -Einar looked lip suddenly, bit 
his lip and took h step forward. His : voice 
trembled -mth. anger as he said': “ Whatv 
dO;-ybu. ihean , by that, father ? ” , - ■: > , 

.. The old man could; not help Jaughing Vat 
the- lad’s; irnperipushess., ■ “ I believe- yoU 
mdan to go, to the inquiry, and give evidence^ 
against your father f’^he said, and laughed ; 
■again. ;• .-V:-;' !“ ' ' '> 

. ' “ If you, take back your accusatioh, father, , 
I shan’t have to.” : Would; his father, take 
him. seriously now ? „ 'V„', 

A deep flush overspread the old man’s" 
face., 'He' attempted .to ; laugh, to giaaw., 
Ms beard, .to pass his hand over -the crown - 
of his, head, .to sit- down'; but he did, none; 
of these; things. ' He. rushed at Einar,' took 
,him by ;,the collar,, and said laughihg, . but ' 
at the same, time grinding his teeth “ Go I,'. 
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' I 

Go ! Anti you shall 'go back to idwn tbs 
very tiny, or else— Ileavtai help you ! ” j - 

He drew back a couple of steps, as I if ' ■ 
afraid of being tempted to strike liim; 
“lia, ha! I)idecd ! ” And he suddcnlv. 
begtin to measure, him from top to toc» , 
He had only j\ist become nw'are that the 
young man who- stood there was no boy 
Avhom he could laugh at or thrash. It . 
Ava.s his ouT> son, who had suddenly grown . 
u]), and now. stood up as his opponent— 
ho too ! ■ ■- , . ■ 

■ “JFi!/ you go?’' • 

^''Takc back your accusation, father.” 

This was too much. The old man seized 
a chah', lifted it up and cried: “Be off 
noth you ! Go, do ' you hear ? Will yotl ’ 
leave the room at once ? Be off, do you 
hear ? Go, Einar i ” 

“ Yes, I’m going ! ” said Einar, raising 
his head. • He was so angry tliat he would 
, have lUced to take the chair away from liis • 
father and show’ him that he was too old,, 
now to' let himself be struck. “But let 
me tell you,” he continued, “ that you’ll 
have to leave off treating me in that way.' 
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Gqod-hye ! ^ so '’ saying, he simviy. 
'left.' -the' room." ' 

y ! AS evening fell, Norby drove out. ' After 
supper, Einar. felt a longing to confide 
everything . to ’ his mother, . but hp did not 
dare. What should he do in the morning .? 
Should he flee from the affair ? ' :It - seemed 
doubly .hard no'w -that he had staked .so much 
uphii it; , He went early to bed, for he was 
afraid bf the influences that hovered about 
the rooms do}vhstairs and the people there ; 
they all seemed ;to tempt him to. surrender. . 

. In his little room, the birch-wood craclded- 
in the stove and diffused the familiar odour 
of which he, was so fond., A metal candle- 
stick ^ shone in. the light from the stove, 
and in it stood a candle ofi his mother’s .own 
nbulding. : ' He ; had fled from the good 
iihpressipns in the do’wnstairs rooms, and 
tiad.run straight into, the new ones here, 
bhat quite folded , him in their embrace. 
The sheets . on the, bed, the 'clean curtains: 
it the window, the recollections of all: the ; 
lights he had spent here in his holidays 
—everything , asked ; . ’.“ Aj.-e yo'u . really 
joins to ? ” 
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“I shall never be able' to do it,”) he; 
thought, as he lay in his comfortable led, 
wrapped up in his mother’s sheets, and. 
blankets. It was ver}’’ different from t bat- 
he was accustomed to m the boarding-hnuse 
in town. “ But suppose sentence is pa sed 
on Wangen, and I might have saved hm ! 
God help me ! I should never have ano&er 
happy day.” ' ■ . . 

During the night Ingeborg was awakened- 
by Einar’s coming into her looin with a 
candle in his hand. - . • ' ■ • ’ 

. “ I^Tiat’s the matter?” she asked, rub- 
bing her eyes. 

“Hush!” he said, for there was only 
a ,thin match-boarding between her room- 
and the ■ one in which her parents slept; 

“ There’s something I must tell you, 
Ingeborg.”, And he seated himself upon 
the edge of her bed, with the light in 'his 
hand. At first it dazzled her, but she soon 
grew accustomed to it.. These two had 
always been one another’s, confidants; for 
, Ingeborg was the nearest to her • brother 
' in age. - " 

He spoke almost in a whisper, and -she 
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:;.lis:etied. to him widd-open; /frightened ■' 
and her; breath copiing . (^nicker and 
qnclcer. She made excuses, she. seized -his 
' hjhd conviilsiveivj and, said.;’ “ Don’t sav 
, am /niore,. Dinar I You , must be, mad ! ” ’ ' 
vBufc SIkS toolv his hand again. She wanted 
’• {to hear all his reasons, and he 'told her ‘ 

■ vitheni, because he needed to have some' one 
;dr... his side; - At length she closed her eyesT 
.as, :if she did , not dare to look up ; she 
.'breathed still mote .heatdty;' something ', 
seemed to have, given way .within her. /. 
- jlidien at last lie left her,‘ she lav still 
with her eyes closed.. She began/ to , be. 
afraM ' because, it .was so dismally dark, - 
and it was such a long time to morning. 

/, She tossed about in her bed and could not 
sleep', , prsang to an indefinable terror. A 
. criminal had found his w'ay into ;the’- house, 
he was' sleeping imder the .same , roof ; and.- 
this criminaLwas— he w'as her-^^ — No, no, 
it was not true I It could not be true 1 , ■ 

./ ‘ho .God,, help , me! Help me !” she' 
sobbed ;out in passionate ecstasy. “ Help 
me ! Give , me a sign Giat it is not true I ” 

5 But she suddenly noticed that it seemed as 
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if God were gone. It was the first tWe 
this had happened since her conversici. ; 
What was it ? "Why did she not go on prat- 
ing, instead of lying,' her eyes gazing ternr- 
stricken into the daricness ? Was there lo 
God? Had it all been a delusion? Sie. 
had prayed that this affair might tern 
out well for her father. She had thahlcEd 
God for ins innocence, and - felt a comfcct- 
in thanking Him. She had also prayed for 
Wangen; she had won tins victory over 
herself and had felt a pleasm’e in it; And 
. was it air a delusion ? Had God made fim 
of her ? Or did He not exist ? "Was that 
a delusion too ? Was tliis . comfort to her 
soul in being in fellowship with Him, this 
pleasure in doing good, also delusion, 
delusion, delusion? ' , 

She tossed about in her bed, weeping con- 
\'ulsively . H her father were guilty, then there 
was no God. It was all a delusion, a delusion, ! 

“ O God, give me a sign that Thou art ! 
Give me peace ! Is my father a bad mani 
who will give false evidence to-morrow? 
My father? O God, give me a sign! 
Help me, if there be a God ! For Christ’s 
sake, give me a sign ! ” 
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.i in, lier bed,,:.stret'eliing. 

T oiit; her .clasped hands: ; . ■ . ' . , . 

y:' To^vards morhing. .Einar , was greatly as- 
'/tphished to see Ingeborg corne creeping into 
i-his ' room; , -i,She^: t^ his face between her 

hah'dsj and .said, in a voice that trembled 
■yath ;j'6y ^ ''/>■. ■■ ^ 

y “ I; must teU you at once. You’ve made 
.a ^mistake, and rthanlc , God ' for, it ! ■ ” . , Slier 
iiiyoluntariiy laid her hand upon her breast., 
r.' 'He lighted fhe candle . and looked ques;,, 
itibhingly 'at, her. lier eyesi were "positively, 
i'shuiing with, joy. • 

'i ■ “;Yesj Eiiiar, God has given me a sign. < 
.Ybu’ve ^made a mistake, and ,I .was sure 
you hadv r Aiid how you' must go and , ask- 
father’s; pardon,”. She stroked his forehead 
ivitll her hand, and disappeared n'oiselessijp 
' ’Poor . Ingeborg ! .’? thought Einar. This , 
;youhg' ghi, Avhose hair ■ sorrowi had turned ; 
’pejr—this . nun, who lived’ always ivith her 
thoughts' on the other- side of the. grave— 
would itx ucit crush her, too, if to-morrow 
he-;— 

’ ; Remember, Einar^ whatever ; jmu do,- 
-don’t take - any family considerations ! ” 



CHAPTER V 

When Norby drove oU the next morning, his 
wife sat by his side. He always wanted her 
with him when anything serious was going bn. 

It was a grey winter's day. and the snow 
’.ras falling fast. As they turned out of the 
yard, the old man’s thought was: “I 
wonder how thing.s will be when we drive 
in hero, again.” - . 

At last the day was come ot which he 
had once stood in such fear, but which had 
gune bn mc-xarabiy approaching. He was 
not afraid now ; he was only impatient to 
begin, like the excited gambler, who only 
thinks of winning. A slight suspicion that 
some enemy or other had had something tc 
do w'ith Einar’s behaviour, the day before 
only increased his inward excitement. They 
didn’t know what shame was, those people ! 
They bought witnesses like that Sorec 
Kvilme. They tried to make the son rise 
against his father. But just let them wait ] 

1£3 
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,?;Tlie coiirt-ho^e lay n6ar“tlie sound, whieli 
is \tiie' centre :of the parish, 'and near which 
the -'magistrates’ lived upon, their farms.' 
Alopg hhe . liarr orr- ■ lines that xa^n across' the 
stretches of - show’ ■ and ; represented roads, 
people; could be seen lilce 'black dots moving 
in the _ direction of . the courtThouSe.' The 
body.pf. 'the- court, would' berfuli :ehough 
•to-day;: '''.r' •• "" .w':'; " '' 

;;-;The ; first ., person Ndrby saw when . he 
got, -there was Herlufsen, in- his great wolf-: 
skin,, coat ; and the first thmg he. did when 
he .got oTit pf: the sledge was to go up and 
shake hands with hiini ^ Herlufsen' also ad- 
yaiiced ;.‘t'o meet .him, ' drawn' like ; steel to 
magnet. Thel handshake was warm, and 
the, , two ruling /- faces shone with pleasure 
at meeting one another,^: .Both were, think- 
ing i I wouldn’t be in' your shoes to-day 
for something ,! ’tSo Herlufsen invited Norby, 
tp take. a cup of coffee with liim at the.hotet 
but .Norby- protested that on this occasion 
he wor^d' stand treat; ./ ;■ 

>.The dpors were , almost too narrow, to 
adinit the big, fur-clad naen. , At the coffee-' 
teble;, / they I were ’soon warifdy . united , in 
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she must burst into tears, XYangen was so 
pale 'aud emaciated : his throat was so 
thin inside his collar, aud the back of Ids 
head seemed so big. His back was actually 
bent. Poor man I If only he would confess ! 

It never occurred to Pru Thora that 
her opinion of Wangen’s guilt could be 
wrong, since she sat there and pitied him. 
From > the very first this opinion had fostered 
amiunber of beautiful, charitable thoughts 
in her mind ; and she therefore never con- 
sidered how she had arrived at it. It -was 
a view that had made her willing to make 
some sacrifice— for instance, to adopt one 
of Wangen*s children ; and a conviction 
for wliich one sacrifices something, not only 
becomes a certainty, but grows so dear that 
it actually acquires a moral value. 

“ Poor Wangen ! ” she thought. “ Vilio 
can say whether all tins is not really the 
outcome of an unfortunate inheritance from 
his father ? But the human tribunal does 
not take that into consideration ; it is 
merciless ’’ ; and at that thought she seemed 
to see before her a community with Iribimals 
that were -different. 
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ICnut Norby was called as the first witness' 
in the case. The moment had come for 
which he had previously, felt such terror. 
He had to go in and say that he had not put 
his name to any paper for Wangen. 

HTien he entered the corridor he felt 
the excitement of the card-player who has 
good cards in his hand, aird is impatient 
to play them. His one thought was that 
he must not for the world, forget anything. 
As his hand touched the handle of the door, 
a far:off voice seemed to say : “ Turn. back ! 
There is stiU time!” But the voice was 
far too distant, “Did you really defraud 
that -widow ? ” said another voice ; and' 
this filled lum -with a desire to knock Wangen 
down. As he entered the court, he raised 
his shoulders a little, as he was accustomed 
to do when he kncAV that a number of 
people Avere looking at hini. The first thing 
he saAv was Wangeii in the dock ; and 
when then eyes met in a flash, the old man 
felt a dull anger rising Avithin him. ,He 
remembered all the reports that Wangen 
had, spread about him. “ You wait ! ”■ he 
thought. 



i:f'On ^ iiis way^ • saw ' 
, ; both the ..pastor’s 'ivife- and Fra ^hora nodding 
,'tp'.; him,,, arid , it , gave: Kim, encouragement.' 
,,JV\^en;Ke saw that it .was Kot the riiagistrate, 

. liirhseif, ' blit InV head derk/ w^^ con^' 

ducting the inquiry, he .was offended. The 
;magistrate, might ' send -his clerk . to. unim- . 
portaht ria's^sj . but if, w^ , ICnut, ;Norby-, 
that this-coriceraed. - . "Wben' the yqimg 'maxi 
..with the eyeglasses and the, dowmj’^ moustache 
..adjured, hirii to speak the truth, the old man 
■ felt a ' desire to laugh.' Fancy that y^hipper- 
•, snapper ' acting rnagistrate ,! .He ' had-, heard; 
that very gentleman, hhd. been .as;- 

dnmk as a lord af Lawyer Basting’s lasf 
Satihday, evening.^ And there sat Basting, 
too, that pauper, trying to look like a sage I;' 
He had' come already- to;. help Warigeri, the" 
fool ! . Yes, ' 'tips 1 was "a ■ court ,'tO' - irispire ! 
'respect!-..'’;'.-,,, 

, The. questioning began. \ Norb}’- found it 
easy ' to answer, just - because ;! Basting . was^ 

. oil tpe writch; . He liad' been' on the .^atch;.. 
Itbo, when he had.tried to agitate, for Nprby’f. 
tenipyal from the bank , Board, and' 'to get 
r ari-Dointed himself, ; . The poor wretch’s goods 
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•\rere distrained for the poor-rate, and he 
was thankful to get a bill for two krones 
to - collect. And that man was on the 
watch against Knut Norby ? Supposing 
it were, he who had got hold of Einar ! 

“ Wangen asserts that he distinctly 
remembers the place where the signing took 
place,” said the clerk. 

. “ IVell, perhaps I might be allow'cd to 
know where it was, too,” said. ISTorby 
hmocently. 

The clerk turned towards IVangen. 
“ Wasn’t it at the Grand cafe ? ” 

Wangen rose, and his ej’^es shone as brightly 
now when he said it took place at the Grand 
as when he said -he w'as innocent. 

. To Norby this gave a welcome touch 
of comicality, and he answered with deep 
conviction : “ That document was not signed 
by me.”' " 

At these words he heard a little sarcastic 
laugh from Wangen, which made him boil 
with rage. “ I’U give him sometliing to 
laugh at,” he thought. • “ Wait a. little ! 

Then something happened, -wi-iich came 
quite imexpectedly upon Norby. 'The clerk 
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Vtodk ■ out' a pdiper and handed it to him; 
h“.Here ds‘ thV docuihentj” he said,' “ and 
there is, your name. .Will you see whether 
.it, resembles your signature ?, .You might 
possibly have , forgotten the . matter.” . 

' For.' a 'moment Nbrby saw his name as 
, he '. himself ‘ had vTitten at. . \ It had the 
.-effect ';^of a ghost. He, would hot- look at 
/it. He looked at Lawyer Basting, who was 
ir.lobking askance at him, and f this ' made 
•him quite; . angry, arid ' he threw :-the 
• dbcuirienti :upbri the . table, .. saying ; , “ I 
don’t. need to look at that thing. ,, I know' 

'-what' I’ve ' done.” V - , ' , , , ’ 

; ' At this Basting asked permission to put 
a'Squestion, and rising, came nearer to the 
; iyitness-hox., “ Has Wangeri never, asked. 
. you to be suiety for him ? ” he asked' , 

, :'Norby looked- ■ contemptuously at , the- 
greasy-looking, bald-headed old man; . He 
: was; , about , to - laugh or give a- scornful 
answer ; but a ' voice ; whispered : ,“ Take 
care riot to let the cat but of, the bag ! ” ■ 
arid he... said , with a .smiie„: . . / . 

, ' A great many people havfe asked me to. 

, :Le surety for them ; but • I can’t rernembCr 
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them all.” Then, irritated at again heating 
AYangeri’s sarcastic laugh, he added casually : 
“He must have asked me, however; for 
latterly he was running about and asking 
every blessed soul he knew.” 

This time he heard Marit laugh. 

WTien his examination, was over,, he . re- 
membered the declaration from Haarstad’s 
widow, and asked to be recalled when ' 
Soren Kvikne had given evidence. A^Tien 
he came out of the room he stood on the 
stairs for a little while to cool - himself 
before putting on his cap. There was a 
yoicc far away crying: “ You have lied 1 
But it was too far away, and powerful 
voices rose against it. . It was true, was 
it, that he had defrauded that vddow ? 

He still seemed to hear Wangen’s laughter, 
and he thought once more : “ Wait a little, 
and ru give you something to laugh at 1,” 
He still had his best cards' in his hand. 

“ It’s too bad, all the same,” he thought; 
as he sauntered across the yard, “ that 
one should be exposed to the attacks of 
such riff-raff.' You have both to circumvent 
them .arid to wriggle away from them ; 
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At tms th»’ old man laughtd si mtifullyj, 
and skrupgrd his slxculdors. “ Kfi. of coxtr'fo 
xioC^ hf sattl. ■** Is a IsxnxdriM anrl fifU 
kront’,$ a month too Htth You luivo n 
family in ChrjYHania, p'^rlmps ? " 
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of my emimmre, muJ do xMint was rjghtd' 
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‘•Yes, of course!”, said the old man, 
coming a step nearer, and laughing again, 
“Does anyone forbid you to do so ? ” . 

“ I shall have to go in and save the inno- 
cent man,” said Einar, “ no matter what it 
costs me.” But he involuntarily' retreated 
a step, .and gazed. at his father, in fear. 
•The old man still tried to smile, because 
people could see, them from the windows ; 
but he suddenly turned pale. 

“Yes, I thought so,” he said, breathing 
heavily ; “ but who has put you up to 
this?”. . ■ 

At this Einar flushed, and drew a step 
neai’er. “ Father ! he . said, and . his voice 
wus mdignant ; “ you must tell me what 
you mean by that.” 

The old man,, however, resented the 
authoritative tone, and began to gesticulate, 
while he shouted : “ Go in and give evidence 
then,, confound you I Don’t stand there 
and tortui'e your father ! Go at once, do 
you, hear ? ” ‘ - • - 

-He caught . his breath and gesticulated - 
with his arms, but no more words came ; 
and he turned abruptly and tramped away. 
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CHAPTER VI 


When Norby left Einar, be did not Imow 
%vhere he -went. He met some acquain- 
tances, and had to stop and shahe hands 
with them and chat, although he felt in- 
clined to throw himself upon the ground 
and weep. 

“There’s no lack, of snow tliis winter,”, 
he , said, laughing almost convulsively at 
the group gathered about him, and at the 
same time thinking : “ Now he is in there 
giving eyidence,” 

Every one -ivithout exception spoke to 
him with the usual deference, and gave him 
sympathetic glances ; and this gave him 
fresh courage. “ He’s welcome to give ; 
e^^dence,” he thought. “But w^e. shall 
see ! ” . . , 

At last he was alone, and stood at the 
nindpw in a little general store. Above 
him on the hill stood the court-house, and 

he could see at the window the profile of- 
‘ 118 
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a/he^^ with a hand 'raised , to ; thfe, chin. 

• “-Now, they’re ’ , ehjd5Tng ■ the scandal,-’ ’ he. 
■thought. V. “ They think: they’ye caught, me 
when ; they’ve, caught , niy , ' boy ; but .wait 


It seemed to freeze something, wthiii 
huh'. - This - son, upon ’ .whom he ' had spent' 
so -mah}^ thousand krbnes, but; who suddenly 
.attacked - his father ,in this way, was ndt 
Nprby’s son any, longer. . There was only 
;fi ' smart, .as\’if ^something had rbeen cut. 
away, and ft made him set. his teeth - hhr^ 

, “ They are' mistaken. - . ’.If I’m not man 
enough to overthrow his assertions, . I’m 
not -.what I thought I was ; for now it’s 
a ’ ihatter ■ of life and death in any case.”- 
He could.' .not help laugliirig, but It was a 
•Cold, hard laugh i ^ for- the thought, that he 
.was going to,- disgrace himself and his son, 
by' haying to refute - his . evidence in court 
.made him, qm'te fierce., ’ “ sure as. Idivh, 
-they shah, regret that they took . the boy 
from me.’.’ 


When .'.Emar entered - the, court, he saw,.; 
';a;t a glance : that the witness--bpx was emptyl' , 
■The , clerk- was dictating something '.tdvbe 
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entered in the minutes. The witness’s place , 
was. waiting for him who should tell the, 
truth.- It seemed to beckon to him. 

Wlien he shut the door behind him, the 
'■little noise made him' start. The door was 
'shut now between him and his father for- 
ever. “ I can never go home again,” - he 
thought; and at the same moment he 
caught sight of his mother among ' the 
audience. She smiled at , him. She was 
flushed and perspiring with the heat. “ If 
jmu only knew that I can never come home 
again!” thought Einar, as she made room 
for him beside her; and the fact that -she 
sat there and made room for liim, without 
suspecting why he had come, agitated him 
greatly. “When she hears my-, eiddence,” 
he thought, “ she’ll faint.” ' 

It -must be done now,' hbwevei", now or 
never. He felt that if he did not go straight 
at it, his courage would ebb, and he would 
collapse. It had cost him so much to make 
up his mind ; to turn .round now would be 
an - insult to himself. He. looked , across 
once more at his mother, as if to say : “You 
cannot want me to tell amdhing but the 
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irutli. T trscd to ss?v<* fritlier wliilr tlicrv 
time, but it \vas imposcjljtc," 

He was about to address lu'm‘«eir to tbe 
clerk, v,'l3en Thora of Lidnrcndc and the 
pastor's wife pa\'e him a fricmdly nod. and 
he had to nod back again ; and h}.s mother 
becironed to lihn, v/hile the two other ladies 
- helped to make room for him. Sbpukl he 
go there for a moment ? He very much 
V. anted to sh down, lie had bcc3\ \caTidrrirfg 
about for hours out in the cold, and the court 
vms hot and b.adly ventilated, and he felt 
giddy and the blood rushed to his head. 
His mother beckoned again and smiled ; 
and before he quite knew wiiat he w'as about, 
he was sitting licsidc her. The two ladies 
with her gave his hand a tvnrm pressure 
"rBSt ih«-y .shook hancH with him. 

The next moment his nrothcr vms called 
„ as a witness. Thu dork looked al her and 
said: ‘‘I thought you were sitting among 
the audience ? 

^‘Yes, I was,*’ i;aid Fru Xorby. 

“But that is not allowed,*’ said the 
clerk. “ You must be good enough to re- 
main outside W'hen vou arc a witness,’’ 

6 
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.Einar liad a strange. feeling on seeing his, 
mother in the Avitness-box. It seemed r to ! 
him that _ standing there she was in some 
danger or other; and when the clerk ad- 
ministered this rebuke, he felt an involuntary!, 
agitation. All' his .filial instincts were 
aroused and took up their stand beside her. 
He was no longer capable of thought; he 
only felt. After strenuously working him- 
self up to a , high pitch of clearness of 
judgment and trutliful endeavour, he now 
suddenly lost his balance and fell into- a 
strange world of indistinct but warm im- 
pulses. Far oh a star beckoned to him ; 
it was for him to go up and give evidence. 
But it seemed to go farther and farther 
away. There, stood his mother, looking all 
at once so thin and helpless. The clerk 
had offended her. And was Einar now 
going up to contradict her before all these 
people ? He might just as well go up and 
knock her down. He grew more and more 
afraid’ that something would happen to her' 
out there. ' Nothing must happen to -her 1 

. WTien his mother had finished, she .went 
out : and Einar had to follow her to see if 
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anything was the .;matter;- and in doing Isb, 
forgot his, overcoati; which! he -had taken off 
and placed beside him on the bench'. .. , 

;.!^Wheh, he . caught - her up 'nehj; the ba,ker-’s, 
a /sudden resolution- came to him tp . leave 
her, for he "Could not beat this aiiy longer/ ', 
He . was not, equal to the task of concocting, ' 
any ; explanation / he - only said good-bye 
and -hurried away.. 

/.Sharp hail-shoWers had taken "the place, 
of the snowstorm, and deluged him- with" 
rolling ice-pearls. The road meandered along 
the fjord and on. to' the station /there was 
an hour' before ; the train -%yent and he had! 
plenty of time, but; he hurried like /a man/ 
who is, running away- •/ ‘ / ■ 

At last he began ./to . Walk more slowly. / 
There was/ a voice that , whispered to him : . 
“ But : this , inquiry is only .an- investigation 
of the; matter.; TF will be- time enough if . 
you - give evidence before the jury.” But, 
he sto.od still, as if the thought Were someT 
tiling that , he could ; knock down. ' “ Con- 
found it 1 ” die thought. ; “ This is just as. 
cowardly. 1 imagine I "can go to the trial 
by . jury ? /T- ?. .The coward ,! ^ ’ • 
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He liad wandered backwards and , for;-.' 
wards in this way before to-day, now' deter- 
mined to go away, noAv to go straight to 
the inquiiy and give evidence ; and wdieh 
he finally approached the court-house with 
firm steps, he had felt glad and proud that 
what was truest and bravest in him had 
conquered. 

And now ? He could not go home any 
more. Even if his father could forgive him, 
he would despise this .sorry hero ; and as 
son at Horby Farm, he had betrayed the ' 
house and all his family just as much, as.’ 
if he had not been too cowardly to put. his’ 
resolve into action. . 

He stopped and looked back. There, on 
the white snowy surface by the sound, 
stood the court-house, enveloped in driving 
show'crs. In Einar’s eyes, that building was 
now^ only a den of injustice, in whicli false 
accusations were made and false evidence 
given, and wdiere an innocent man was , 
condemned and had his life mined. And 
he wdio could save him ? He fled ! He was 
the greatest CO w'ard of them all. ' 

Einar suddenly felt it was quite impossible" 
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fcr liuii. jtd go Eack"-to:'towii- and be^thc old 
Eihar. ’ j^orby. ':'He could f, never , , look liis 
Eriends in ;'tlic face. He .woidd have to live 
«dth', shame in his heart, and always /bow, 
hds .head- and keep ; silence Syhen mention 
ivas niade of honesty and triith in Jthe world; 
3puld he ever have . another , happy day if 
^Vangeh were condemned',?, • • . , v f . 

/No; he, eo^d not walk any farther towards 
he ’station ; . his feet refused to carry h^/ 
^t'.last he . sat down upon a stone by; the 
kvayside.' He had, not , yet noticed , that He 
lad forgotten, his' overcoat; -■ 

'Ail: hoiU’ later he was still sitting there, 
ivith ‘his head in his hands.' He was .ro'used 
oy ' the soiind of sledge-bells. Tsyb ,meh 
irove Lpast in a double sledge, laughing and 
hlidng about the : inquiry. SoJ^stlung must 
iave happened. But Einaf sat on. Should 
le.turn back? he thought; perhaps, there 
ivas still time; - Amd then' he . suddenly burst 
hto a laugh. . That this desire to do - sonie- 
shing great could still raise its . head made 
lim laugh scornfuhy and bitterly ; . and as 
le laughed he. coughed. 

. '.When ; .S6ren .Kvikrie at last came ; into 
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the, witness-box, he ' put hirnself into' an- 
important attitude, and thrust his hands; 
deep into , his pockets ; for he -Icnew no%v 
that the whole tiling-- depended upon him., 
He declared that while he worked at.Haa-r-. 
stadls, Haarstad had once told him that he 
had seen Norhy put his , name to a paper 
for Wangen, and that he himself had signed; 

■ as witness. ' . ■ 

Tliere was a great sensation in the court,; 
This was an acquittal for Wangen. , - ' 

“Are you sure of that?” asked the 
clerk, and looked at the farm-labourer. ' 
“I remember it as if it had been yestef-’ 
day,”, said Soren. “ We y^ere painting a' 
carriole, what’s more, when, he told me.” ’, 
• The clerk now recollected that Norby 
wished to give evidence after this man, and 
as he scented something interesting, - he. 
determined to confront the t-\vo -vvithesses. 

Norby had freshened up since Marit had 
told him of Eihar’s departure ,■ and now his 
great moment had come at last. , . , 

WTien: he stood in the witness-box with 
Soren, Kvikne, he first looked-jfound. ’ Yes,* 
Heiiufsen was in court. He then took out 
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his document, and asked the clerk if he 
might read it aloud. 

“ Certainty,” said the clerk, a little un- 
certainty, invol\intarity extending his hand 
for the paper. 

Norby read : I, Jorgen Haarstad’s 

widow, hereby declare upon my honour 
that Soren Kvikuc left our service six months 
before the~date of the signature of Wan gen’s 
document. As he then went into service 
for some time in another parish, it is im- 
possible that my husband can liave spoken 
to him about this matter before he died.” 

The clerk now took the document and 
ran his eye over it. The audience had risen 
in their excitement, and the accused had 
also risen and had to lean against the wall 
for support. 

“ WTiat have you to say to that ? ” asked 
the clerk, fixing his eyes upon Soren Kvikne. 
Norby had turned to look at Mads Hcrlnfsen. 
“ That’s one for you ! ” he thought, thinking 
loo that Herlufsen looked as if he had got 
the toothache. 

“ "ViTiial have you to say to that ? ’* re- 
peated the clerk, as Soren Kvikne stood 
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staring At Ws boots. “ You said you' were' 
painting a carriole when he told you. about, 
•it; but it appears that.'youi' memory is 
at. fault. How do you explain this?” ■ 

! But Soren was by ho means equal to 
new explanation, so he was allowed to, go. 

• tVlien Norby and Marit were sitting in 
the sledge in the twilight ready to drive 
home, a number of people crowded about- 
them, and gave them quite an ovation: 
Nprb}’' had had his case in such first-rate 
order that all Wangen’s witnesses had only: 
provoked laughter. , / . • j. 

As the old man took up the reins, Wangen 
' 'chanced to qaas. He looked broken down \ 
and' as he caught sight of his adversary; 
he suddenly came nearer and shook his fist 
at him. “ You wait ! ” he cried, his featmes 
distorted with anger. “ You scoundrel 1 
You think , you’ve won to-day, but wait 
a little! You. shall. go to prison, both you 
and the woman sitting beside jmu ! ” He 
made a sudden dash forward in the snoSv 
. as if to attack them ; but two men caught 
him by the collar and drew him away, 
, although he resisted strenuously. . 
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'br^iidy' l'-^’,':said.;%n j old man,: 
shaking his; head; after -^him.: I saw that 
there , i'cohsul ' had; hiin. Jirito the ;|iotel ; and f 
;Stood;tre^.'”' | 

/. ‘f The best /:th^^ be for . the, bailiff 

to take; him ill charge at once,” said another,.' 
,:i6;okihg;synapatheticaliy at :Norby. ,1 : ^ 
';;,N6rby laughed, ,his .whip, -.and: 
• drove ' off,; while, the}’'' all. took; .off, their, 
hats . to him. " He ' was ''-tired; Thei’e' ' had ^ 
;.be6h;'.s6;: much exeiteiheht , to-day. But: he 
/seemed to be sitting all the ■ time i reading 
aloud that declaration and seeing Herliifsen’s 
; face.' "; He should neyen forget it as long: as 
■he''liy,e'd.t, '■ 

As .they; turned .into, the/'.yard'iat Norby, 
ifogebptg came put on 'to the steps, and said; 

‘ in,; a frightened, voice : Einar ! ” , ' . y ' 

■fry] Einar,?- ” said ikiarit, /whp was the .first 
.to; get put of. the sledge.; He’s, gone bach 
;.,td’;to;TO,.; hasn’t ;he;? 

. ■:“;They, brought hini !here in., a. sledge;’’ 
said, ingeborg. • “ Eve telephoned ,; for th6 
;'ddbt6r;’’ 



CHAPTER VII 

A BRIGHT moon shone out from among 
floating, silvery clouds, over snowy fields 
and forests in the dead of night. The 
buildings and the flagstaff at Norby cast 
shadows upon the sparkling snow.' The 
sledges standing in the • yard were turned 
up on their edge, so as not to freeze under 
their runners. A solitary dog was running' 
rmmd the house, gi'ving short barks because 
no one let it in,, although there was a hght 
burning in one of the attic Avindows. " 

During the night, one of the old men in’ 
the pensioners’ house got out of bed and 
crept to the window in his slippers.. He 
stood there w’ith the moon shining in liis 
face, and looked across at the house. The 
other farm-labourer was also awake, -and 
after yawning asked : ‘ . 

. “I suppose there’s a light in. Evnar’s' 
■wndow, isn’t there ? ” • - . 

“ Yes,” said the man at the window. 
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Hunchittg .his shoulders because he,; felt cold. 

; I wonder,” he continued, “ whether there; 
is any change,” , . .. 

, The dairymaid could now be iieard turning - 
oyer in bed in her little room, and she 
murmured : . “ The dog has bonded so dread-, ; 
fully ail night, and that doesn’t rhean any- 
thing good.” , , . .. 

.There was a pause. The old man at- the 
window continued to stand there looking 
out. into the silvery., night and across at the ' 
lighted window in the big house. . . , - ^ 

■ heard owls last night,” said the blind ' 
man suddenly from his bed, and yawned. , 
“And I’ve not heard an owl here since 
old Norby died.” ' \ . 

Ahj. wcll, Einar’s always been a good , 
lad,” said the dairymaid., God , have 
rhercy upon his soul! ” ■ . ' = 

, ■ There was another pause. . . 

“ It seems . to me there’s some .one walking 
tip; and, do\vn in the big drawing-room,” 
said the old man. at the" window. The next . 
rnoment he hurried into bed as if he were 
frightencch After a little, the blind man ‘ 
said: •' ; . - • . ' 
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“ Wasn’t it in the big arawing-room that 
old Noxby’s ghost used to be seen ? ” . 

“ If there’s any one therd to-night,” said 
a voice from the little room, “ we know 
very. well wliat’Il happen.” 

The' moon drew two windows right 
across the floor. .The big clock on the 
wall struck ‘two, and the old men turned 
over and drew the coverlet over their 
heads. ■ ■ , 

The big drawing-room lay between Einar’s 
room and that in which the servants slept. 
A figure was really walking up and down 
there in noiseless felt slippers. The moon 
sent a flood of light across the floor,' and 
the frost-ferns upon the window-panes were 
flames of silver. But the man walking 
about there kept in the shade. At last 
he paused at the window and looked out. 
It was very quiet out there in the night. 
The stars twinlded among the shining 
clouds, and lower down above the hills 
hung , red and black banlcs of clouds, 
looking lilte some, strange, variegated land. 
The old man .wore his overcoat, and Ms 
hands were tlmist deep into his pockets. 
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^ ^ . The rdoo 3 : , /opened; - and Ihgeborg, entered 
^5it^l^a candle In her hand,. ,. ; , ■ ^ ■ ■_ 

^ How, is he ? ” ashed .the old man quietly; 

‘!‘Won’t you conie in, father ? ” , 
is it Eihar who wants ihe ? ” 

/ ,*‘:lSro-=-mother. ‘ He’s spitting blood again.”' 

; 'But;:thc old' man shnigged his shoulders* 
and answered,: - ’ 

- i t' They; often do that in inflammation^ of 
the lungs, dust 3’-ou go back , and rtakc it 
quietly. He’s so jmung and , strong/ lie’ll . 
get over it all right.’? '' , , ' . - 

',,’lhgcborg went, quietly, out, and the old 
man began to'-pace- the,, floor again. There, 
was no use in fetching the doctor agaiii;:' 
tlie , cornplaiiit niust take its course. But , 
the old man felt lie must be here because ; 
he could not sleep, and because the. women 
wanted to have him at- hand.;, 

' “ Oh dear. I “ he thought. “ I do , hope 
Einar will pull through ! , But the terrible 

thing was -that. .sometimes he cauglit; himself 
wishing - that he would not pull through.- 
Thoughts such as these buzzed about like ; 
stinging' wasps; on the surface of liis mind. 
He ,wa,s somp.time.s,frip-htened. atid sometimes 
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?vvould have liked to have given himself a 
thrashing ; hut the wasps came again. So 
low had he been dragged dovTi in’ this 
confounded matter with Wangeh. ■ 

.Why, of course he forgave the boy! He 
would never refer to the matter again, if 
the boy recovered- But — ^but — ^this illness 
had followed so close upon his anger; and 
it would take somethmg .to sweep nway, 
every little sting. ' ' 

He paused again at the window, and looked 
out into the bright night. The wind was 
rising now towards inorning,' and began to 
raise snow-clouds away over the hills. 

Oh, how pleasant life would be, when 
this nasty case was done Svith, and he could 
be the old Norby once more 1 Here he 
lived on his farm, and only wanted to be 
left . in peace ; but was he allowed to ? 
No;, they dragged him into this foolery 
with Wangen— wanted him to support such 
swindles, as these bricldields ; .and when 
he wanted to get out of it, they threatened 
, him with . imprisorimerit. Then they sub- 
orned witnesses., '.And .then they .seit-. the 
.son up , against his father. And wiry, was 
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;maTfiU;.?// If they^ -persuaded him 

tb^comefo this inquiry he would have; been; 
iittAbwh 'how readiiig his ^boolcs,; instead, of, 
going down there on a 'winter’h day- withbut; 
his y, overcoat, , and getting. ,, ihflammatioh o.f 
the ;lungs, ,.- Supposing -he died ! : It would be 
the: fault of those , who. had persuaded him ; 
and ^they' would be sure to,' exult if Nqrby • 
lostythis, son 'too, for they .-•had, succeeded 
in causing him to . lose his. eldest. His lips. 
Began to, quiver as he 'stood:, in the moon- 
light.:: ; Would they succeed ? ■■ Would they , 
have .ihat .pleasure ?, .And hC- turned -.sudr , 
dehly Uiid waUrCd -towards the door.'y ‘M'li - 
go'.for the doctor all the same,.” he thought ;, 
but then he remembered that; the doctor 
hady promised to come early ‘in. the riiorn- 
mg,-;ahd he turned back to the window, 
and stood gazing out at the red- and black 
banks ' of . cloud in the north. ; ' • , • . ^ 

' Supposing. Einar died and ■ went oyer ; 
there. There;' he- -would, stand for ' ever,, 
always . looking at. him. as :., he had done . 
doTm at.y the. cbiut-house,; when he dug. 
his : Stick into , :ar, snowdrift. “ I - . want to 
follow viny Own , .conscience.’^ Would he 
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not tbosc words niglifc and day, 

and see tliat form, ns long as ever he' 
lived ? Alwaj’-s this acctisation from Lhe 
dead. He might travel all over the vofld 
and collect evidence and declarations to 
disprove it, but it would be of no use. 

The . old man pressed his lips together 
again. No, the boy must be kept alive. 
Better that he should go to the trial and 
give evidence against him, than die and 
witness against him evcrlaslingly. 

, The wind was rising. It howded round 
the comers of the house and in the roof, 
and up under , the icicle-fringed caves. In 
. the east a grey, band of light began to show 
above the bills, but the moon still spread 
her silvery veil oyer land and water. 

Suddenly there was a sound of sledge- 
bells going down tlic avenue, it was. the 
old man, in his ftir coat noth the collar 
turned up, iiastening a^vay to fetch the 
doctor. Einar must be kept alive. Tlie 
poor , dog, which had i\ot been let in, 
ut,teted a joyful bark at sight of the 
driver, and bounded through the snow to 
' join him. ; ■ 
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was still long before any one at ibe 
ftrm got up ; only the pensioners in the 
old cottage began 1o yawn in their sleep. 
This they began to do an hour before they 
woke, and they always woke at four, from 
tong habit. The dairymaid always liad it. 
in her nimd that she had to get up to go 
to the cows, as .she did fifteen ycar.s ago; 
and the men dreamed of getting up and 
going to the forest, as they had so often done 
in tlio early winter mornings long ago. The 
old habit liad now beconn* regnhv di’eams. 
Perhaps when ihc.'-e old people He in the 
churchyard they W’ill dream the same things 
as morning approaclies. 



CHAPTER I 

Ok, the "S/f “J'j'asX’ 
mngen tose at 
a servant, an d 

It bote she rvas obHged to^f f 

ten wakened not only y ^ 

aUo by S Lleep. he kept 

jmd even ■when at last n 

,' Tlerg^htfrott go do™, but stood 
for a little- while .with the 1®“P ™ te lay 

•■*,’*“r,r>,r.r»V. 
sit’v ~ 

horrible even now- - wake 

, She stole quietly out, so as 

any of them. ^ and while 

the windows were thick wi ,often 

■she knelt and lighted the fires. *e oft n 
had to- stop to breathe upon her fingers. 
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-At. a little past eight she went upstairs' 
to surprise liim with a cup of coffee before 
he got up ; but wliile she was on the stairs 
she heard him calling her, although he = 
might , have loiown he would wake the. 
children. ' . ■ ’ 

“ IVhat are you tliinking of ? ” she said 
as she entered. “ Do you want to have 
them wake up ? ” ' : ■ ‘ ' 

He sat up in bed. “ Do you know; 
Karen,” he said, “ there is no doubt that 
that Soren ICidkne, who came and offered 
to give evidence, was sent ! ” ■ 

“ What do you mean ?• ” she said, standing 
still ivith the tray in her hand. 

“ Can you tell me what interest that poor 
man could have in going and gning false 
evidence that was so easy to disprove ? 

“ No, no ? ” She still stood there,, and 
hardly dared to offer him the coffee. 

■ “No, Karen,” he said; “the fact Js’ 
that - Norby had bought . him. Herlufeen 
of. Rud, who once pretended he was on my 
side, is in the ring too, as I might have 
• known beforehand. And he -lent this man 
of his in order to set this trap for me. Upon 
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my word it was well calculated. It roade 
me ridieuloiis and increased people’s sus- 
picion. It rms as d}aho}}c.al as it could he I 
Are you quite sure now, Henry ? ” 

. “ Sure ? ” He became si ill more angry. 
“ Sure ? Good bcavtms ! ” 

'■‘Welb becau.se I can’t imagine bow 
people can Ire so ivickcd.'’ 

^‘Ko, you cjin’l imagine, although you 
have to sec it ever}* blessed day. I begin 
to think vou'd rather it v.'erc I that \wls 
wicked.” 

Will vou linve some co^k•(‘ 'i ” she asked, 
•« * 

bantling liiin Urn iray. 

While lie sat with the Iray in front of 

him on the counterpane, Fru Wangen drew 

up the blinds to let in the ux‘aUh of snow- 

light, from the bright winters morning. 

Shortly after she turned io l>im, saying: 

^‘1 got such a fright iliis morning.” 

“ You got a fright ? ” he said, as he 

gulped dowm his coffee. 

“Yes. There was a man sitting on the 

steps when I opened the door; .and I 

couMn’l help being frightened, for it was 

the tailor.” 
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he cried, putting doivn the cup., 
, - “He must be mad. He’s still sitting' 
there; He said he would wait until you 
carne down.” . . ■ . , , • 

“Can’t you get rid of the fellow?”, he 
said angrity. , , . - ■ 

“No. . He said he’d sit there now until, 
you came. I’m at my wits’ .end I ” 

It was the old tailor, who had lost by . 
the baakruptcj’^ all his savings, upon which 
Wangen had promised him such good' interest. 
He came almost every day and wanted to 
speak to 'Wangen ; but the latter was afraid 
of him, because his eyes had latterly acquir'ed 
;such a wild expression. - ‘ 

It was not this tailor only who. was 
constantly reminding him of the sad 
consequences of , his failure. He received 
despairing letters, begging him for only a 
third of the money that had been entrusted 
to him ; arid letters that threatened and 
cursed him. People whre continually coming- 
to the house -with tears and threats.. .It- 
was enough to make one 'mad. . ' 

, -These ^people still believed that he and 
no other s was to blame for the disaster. 
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■lint! 't|iat‘tvaj? not.tl-itr \rorsit ; 'for in \Vnng(?n*s 
Miner- consciotisncss, dark arms , were ! ex- . 
t«tidcf1v and 'he . had, to liasien to think of 
Vomolhihg else. - , • : ' _ , •,/■■-• 

c^MTerct '’ he said,; holding out the tmw 

hr hen ^ . '■ - ' . 

Brit, .you Imven’t clrunlr. your coffee.! 
she' siiid in surprise. - 
; -He lay Mown again with his Ivin d« under 
■hlr liohd;;- V , ' -r ' 

he said ; *'* you fake one’s appetite 
.,nwa>% Karon;” '■ .'/■ ' ■ , - ' 

'M Wch, . yes^ to . tell the^lruth. I can’t 
think rvivit plc-asurc you ehii have in telling 
The, this about the - tailor, J think you 
diight ralher to ask him to go to Korby,” 
And ' lie, -breath hard, -as if something 
exceedingly painful avere working in him. 

- Welh rm,sorr5V’- she saiik sighing * .and 
Inking the trajk s^he, left the rooni. ' • 

I'Sinec 'tho , inquiry ; Wangen had lived as 
if Jn^a uiver. , -His tactics for assiTting “his 
ifinejcenee,’ namely,- trying to |irove that the 
.forgery :w, is .only -a- hiik 'in .a 'chain of, eon**, 
■'spirntic's agiHiCHt ' his ‘ business, had turnefi. 
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out miserably. It had only increased people’s 
suspicion of him. It did not, ho^rever, on 
that account occur to him that he had 
chosen a wrong method of procedure, biit 
only worked his suspicion up- to greater 
certainty. The beh'ef in this conspiracy wa.s 
just what had given him a good conscience 
in the midst of the troubles after his failure. 

The trial, which was cither to condemn 


or acquit him. was approaching inexorably. 
It was not the fear of being found guiltj" 
of forgery that made IVangen ill witli 
amxiety as to the result, for of that he could - 
acquit himself; but the dread he felt was 
> of ha\dng his illusion concerning the con-, 
spiracy torn to pieces, and thus being obliged 
to condemn himself. Moreover, because this 
e le in the malice of his enemies made, 
im feel, good, it seemed like treachery in . 
his wife when she defended them. He urew 
angry, and felt inclined to flv at her • she 
wanted to take away from him the plat" 
with which he kept himself up. - ' 

^ only 

he basis of this conspiracy that he had 
right to make the -working mem his 
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brothers ^ m' r . misfortune • - -so her ■ slightest 
{.Vorjian: defence of Norby seemed an attempt 
; to^ rob himself of ',a ’ virtae;, a , strength^ .which 

■ 'the'-hom of the worldhg .men gave ..him. 

• at last . he, came do:whstairs tHat 
morning i the, rooms felt . vcrj’^^ ’^varm and 
comfortable:' “ Ha,s the -tailor gone-? ’’ ' he 
•asked almost anxiously.' . . - . 
v'^O'JYeSj’t she answere'd-^she was 'standing- 
!'ih the _ kitchen,- rinsing clothes— “ I managed 
-/to get -.rid of . him at last/’ • , . ' 

,^\^7Wheh ■ he had-'-fihished- breakfast, he sat 
,/,d6^\m"to ,the’,dnIy work he did at that tirne, 
•:‘hamely,'/wnting - articles; to laboni’ paper. 

? The.vtitle to-day was” “ The Experiences of 
;*;a.Factory Owner ;with Regard- to the. Eight- 
.hours/Workihg Day.”- , :. V , . . ■ ‘ 

His .recollections on this; subject acquiree 
-ja wonderful golden radiance from, the yen 
;|act/6f ins clingihg, to . the belief 'that th 
,;f<?ause .'.’ of ■ his . ruin ‘ lay neither in himse] 

■ noTr 'in any thoughtle^^ It was a 

yideal ^that.he-'felt an affection for, and 1 
^;:f{3imd':- a - comfort . in . gldrifyhig .it, becaui 
-?at :aet[mtted him - while at the same^ tiri 
-it "cast a. shadow , upon his enemies; 
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As he. sat with his pipe in his mouthy 
becoming warmer and warmer as he wrote, 
the. kitchen door opened and Fru Wan gen 
entered with her sleeves rolled up. 

“Henry, dear,” she said; “ are jmu 
going to let another day go by without 
seeing about a house?” ' . ’ , 

“ Tve told you,” he said, a little irritated 
•at the interruption, “that it’s no good 
looking for a house as long as I have this 
hanging over me.” And he went on ASTiting, 
when she continued ; 

“ But would you rather be turned out ? 
Have you forgotten that the auction is 
to he here next week ? ” 

He • threw^ his pencil across the • table. 
.Latterly she seemed always to be having 
a suspicion that he was doing something 
wrong, and must, therefore come and inter- 
fere. ■ , 

“ Can’t you go then and look for one, 
inst^d of coming everlastingly and inter- 
rupting me ? ” he said. 

“ I didn’t know it was anything so impor- 
tant, Heiiry. And if you’re writing some-^ 
thing anonyrnous about Norby or others 



tliat> you \ suspect, please don’t go on 
it 1.^ , I’m sure ybu’U only'' 

'-It seems as - if ' ypu ' , couldn’t im^in'c ,, 
iny,Awitmg,,:anytHng but wbat ■ was meani , 
Ihat’aia: nice; thing to hear, Karen.” , 

V4 She, 'stood a ■ few rnoments ’ looking at 
iimi,"and. then went , quietly put jint’o ■ the'.' 
kitchen,, and went ■ on rinsing children’s., 
slothes iri , a - tub. She, found it painful to' . 
liye, in ,, these luxurious surroundings 'when 
none, of 'it was; theirs any longer, and when ; 
they , never - knew . for certain at dihiier : 
whether •there ■\vould 'be;any thing for. supper ' 
or. -hot; ; But- to go into the parish— she— ■; 
and beg for a; roof oyer their heads, was the 
yerjr last humiliation .she would. take_upoh 
herself :-^ for this was just .what . so. -many ' 
people had .prophesied when she maraied 
him. , , But why ' did he . not go, . wlien ' he.; 
always -had plenty of ^ time ? ^I^y; could 
he- not saye her- a little.?’ These, were the' 
thoughts . that had=of late made Fru Wahgen- 
so, .'bitterr 

'. .Waiigen , succeeded in rcchyering Ihs Mppy j 
mood, and, had got on a long 'way vHtlthis, 
article, wheri his wife,; came " .in once i ihorc; 
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and disturbed hinj. This time she hsd 
their ivvo-year-old little girl with her. 

“ You -must forgive me, Henry,” she said, 
” but you haven’t. chop})cd Ihc wood I 
asked you for: and now you must take 
care of the child while I go out nxrd do it 
myself.” 

He raised his head and looked si might 
before him for n moment! Then he sighed 
deeply. She saw that he had something 
to say, and stood wailing wdth anxious eyes. 

“ Oh dear ! ” he groaned. 

“ Do I bother you so dreadfully, Henry ? " 

“1 thought you would help me a , little 
just now, Karen ; but I believe, even il 
people came here and killed me, yo\i. would 
go out and in just as calmly, cook and wash, 
think of house-rent, and above rdl not 
forget to chop wood.” 

“ It must be done, Hciiry. It's not my 
fault that I haven’t a servant now'.” 

At this he rose to his feet in great cx- 
, citement. 

“ Are you beginning with that again 'i 
As sure as I live, I shall try to let you have 
back your money',” 
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4 She ;are\y back as ;if ,slie had "been, struck- 
m ,.tbe, face, ' and then 'she too grew angry 
V. jfo, rea-lly '! ’’-^she . cried; ■ “ I .won’It ^bear 
that ! I -shallrsoon begin to. wish that you 
wete., guilty,' Henry for’ to tell the truth, 
you ■ become niore and niore unbearable 
because of; this innocence.” , ' 

What do. . you ' s^ay,' Karen ? ” he. - ex- , 
claiihed,. turning pale and biting his * lip. . 

You. .heard well enough! ” .’she- ;said, 
taking -the child in her amis and ,lea.ving 
the' room;- Ih a little ;whiie he heard the 
so^d of wood-chopping .in the wood-shed, 

' ‘Mt won!t do her any harm to chop a 
few'sticks of urewobd,” ■ he thought;., ‘‘for 
sheZ takes everything else quietly enough, 
goodness knows ! I wonder . if they won’t 
succeed in, enticing her aw^ay . from me 
shrtie day.’-’ ' '■ '' ‘ ■' ■ 

> ; While Fru Wangen chopped wood, she 
had. to keep a* watchful eye upon the .chUd, 
to wlibmkhe had given some twigs to play 
with.; It was such a shame that, on account 
of' this . innocence , he no longer, bestowed 
a. thought upon’ either her or the childreh. 
It . was as if she'^'were ndt allowed to think 
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‘ about anything but his-innocence, not alldwecl 
to feel any thing, but pity for, him. . It was 
hot five weeks since they had laid a little 
baby in the grave ; but he never mentioned ” 
it, and would hardly allow her to , do so, 
either. But it was his continual suspicion 
that began to weary her most of all. It 
• made the whole world so exceedingly sad 
and ugly ; and the worst of it was that she, 
involuntarily began to be infected by it, 
like a disease for which she felt disgust, 
and wliich she would like to shake off. 

And while he was resorting to more 
and more i^obie means for defending this 
innocence, she thought he grew a worse 
man. He oftener came home drunk than 
, he had ever done before ; he was churlish 
and brooked no contradiction. It was as 
if this innocence not only acquitted hini of 
all the evil he had ever done, but it also 
gave him the right to do anything he liked, 
both now and in the futoe. 

^Vhen at last Fru Wangen came Jn 
, again, he was walking up and down the 
room. 

■ “• Karen,” .he said, “ can you blame me 
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T’mtbilmg from morning to night..^ 

littllte ■ Couldn’t you let .my uunt 
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At tliat moment she heard a -vrell-kiiowm 
cough do'vvn by the garden gate. It was 
her father. It was always pamful how- when 
he came, and when he came on to , the 
verandah breathing hard, she was sitting 
in the drawing-room w-ith her sewing^ He 
pretended not to see that she rose , and 
held out her hand. The two little girlsj 
■who had run up to their grandfather, were 
also perplexed at his pushing them away 
as he made his way to a comfortable chair 
and sank into it. He vcas breathing hard, 
and placed his slick between his knees, 

. re.sting his trembling hands upon the 
handle. 

“ IsriT he at home to-day either ? ” he 
. asked at length. ■ , 

“ No, father.” - ^ ■ 

“ He used always to be at home before, 
ha, ha!” 

The old man was over seventy, but ■»vas 
a very giant. His long white hair, thick, 
yellow'ish- beard beneath his chin, and fed, 
■watery eyes, gave him a patriarchal appear- 
ance. He ■R^as dressed in black frieze, .with 
sillier buttons on Iris tvaistcoat, of which 
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the lowest : three; xere;: left unfastened "to 
a]Ip^Y. fc)r his corjDulenceYv ‘ • V 

■ “ How> are. you. father.?-’’ : ■ • ' / ; :■ 

■ ..“ I ? Grand !' ; We’re.- going, to' Have- an’ 

auction, at ' home— sell ’ey ery rhortal thing ^ 
arid your -brother’s going :.to America, .arid 
r shall have .nothing to live on, md niust 
choose between gomg with him .or to the 
workhouse.’’ ; - ' ■. , . . . 

“ Father , b” . she exclaimed in a whisper, 
her’, eyes fixed on him.- 7 ' , - 
, The old luari laughed with his .lips com-} 
pressed . arid his ' blue-red hands tremblirig ’ 
still 'more .upon r the handle' of his 'stick; 
His head shook .too upon his thin. neck. - ’ 
,‘‘Ts he holding a meeting for . the work- 
people tq-day again ;? ’’ asked ,the ;old man 
with a bitter .smile. : ' .' . ' .'-'. ■7 - . . v' 

“ ,No,,” she replied in ,a low voice. . • . .’ . 
v.^tlt’s so strange to us 'old fogies, Karen,, 
that the worse, peopleware themselves,, the 
more they feel called' upon . to make others; 
betteri, ,Can you tell me what, he has. ;to 
say to those, vagabonds— he, the iriari. who 
has . cheated therii 'out of so much - pay ? ’ ’ r 
She did not. replyj but sighed. . 
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“And those ‘working „ men’ — yes^ 
They’re amusing too. A’ou may cheat them 
as much as you like, if only you .provide 
them Iccturc.s to listen to. Never mind 
food and clothes, if only they can have bits 
of paper to go about %vith and -wfive. Yes, 
it is strange in these days.” > ’ ■ ’ , . 

“ You don’t think of going to America 
then, father?” ' . ' 

“ No, hot if he paj's me back the last 
ten thousand kroncs ; for he said he wanted 
them only for a fortnight.” The old man 
laughed again. 

“ You can be quite sure he said it in 
good faith, father.” ' 

“ Good faitli ! Yes, of course ! And this 
good faith is now driving us out of house 
and home. That was good faith indeed!” 

Fru Wangen again closed, her lips and 
kept sUencc. 

The old man passed his hand across his 
mouth. , 

“ But I want sometiiing in return. You 
must leave him, Karen, both j-’Qu and ' the 
children ; for if I were to go to America, I 
should die in the middle, of the Atlantic. 





■ Now.' .Ij'miglit a ^-liting , out , of, 

tEe farm all the same; ,' But , -do you. imagine; 
that'rifliye there and see strahgOrs managing; 
the;faTm> if hone of my o%Yn .fanhly ate' with: 
me ? ' -You rnhst live -y^ithme' do you hear, , 
Kkien:y/^; 'Aj;id he fixed liis red eyes upon Her i; 

; ' Fm Wangen looked at him .quite .helplessly, '^ 
but after a httle shook her, head j . and, a^.sp ' 
ofteiy before, the , old man wentmAvay ;in ■ a- 
rage, /, threatening’ that he, would heyer Set' 
his fobt' there again. ,':But in a little while: 
she'heafd liis voice in the garden,' and, going, 
ph to 'the.r verandah, , she' saw him standing ■ 
at the. garden, gate .looking back, with treihb-'^ 
lliig hands bh the handle of his stick'. • ' , 

j': “ Ydu’yO . ; thought '• oyer , your -answer, . 
Karen, ?. he cried.; “ For it’s the last 'time 


i shall ask anything: of -you.’: 

' >She;couid not answer^' but made a helpless 
motion 'with her hands nnd went in, where 


she ■ sank upon ; a ' sofa nhd began , to', sob;'. 
But 'leave, Wangen ? ; Nb,'> people wnuld -be- 
rigiit-'then 

, ' Whbn , , Wangen ;oame. ' home lie told ‘ h^ 
tliat the '.'workmen,^ determined ohtm' 
demohstratidn.dn the first of Mav!. and that 
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he had a suspicion that ■ they intended 
going to Norhy Farm. 

It seemed to her that this pleased him,: 
and she rose suddenly, saying: “ It isn’t 
you, I suppose, Henry, that have thought 
of this, is it ? .” ■ . 

“ I ? Oh, of course ! ” he replied, smiling 
a little scornfully. • . ' , 

“ Yes ; but you’ll do what you can to 
prevent it?” 

“Goodness me, how you do take, on i 
To tell the truth, I’m not going to prevent 
it. To make knoum their opinion . in a 
body is the only weapon these poor working 
men have and I can’t blame them for 
wishing to show Norhy and the other money- 
bags what they think of them.” ' 

“ That’s just what I thought ! ” she sighed,' 
and left the room. , ' 

It was doubly painful to her to despise 
him now, when she was obliged to cling to 
him against all the world. It -was. just now 
that she needed to respect him; but the 
worst of it was that -while others "U'ere 
trying to ruin him he was doing them 
the service of ruining himself. ’ 
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The little eoUage stood u})oi! a xno\)«d 
surrounded v.dth fir-trees^ and had only 
lAvo voou\s and a kitchen ? and v.'hcn they 
entered, the diffcrciict; between it and the 
home they had left brought them both to 
a standstill in tun middle- of the floor* The 
rooms were dark, the jraint was worn off 
the dooi-s and window-frarncs, the boards 
were splintered, und the limbers in ilic w.aUs 
cracked. 

Frit ^YI^ngen had to undertake a very 
thorough clcauing. 

The greatest humiliatioji, however, had 
still to be gone tlirough. They had . to 
ask Lars Ivringcn for milk and provisions 
on . credit ; .and on her %vay to and from 
l)is house Fru Wangen felt as if .site could 
sink into , tlte earth. But all this was 
Wangen’s fault, and strive as she would 
she , could not' help a growing bitterness 
from rising up in her 'heart against him; 
and in all this poverty and discomfort, it 
soon came to be that they never talked to 
one .'mother except to scold. And Wahgen 
came homo drunk more and more frequenUy. 



CHAPTER, n.; 

EimtAr Norby still kept his -bed. He. sat; 
iip among his pillows in tlie rmddlC 'Of the. 
day,: .and each .day a little , longer than on 
the; preceding one. As the daj^s passed,, he'; 
sawfthe last patch of snow melt away- down" 
in the, yard; and .heard the noise of wheels i 
take the place of the sledgc-hells’ ' jingle,- 
ahd .the starling maldng a; noise in tlie fitter 
over 'his headi One day, too, he . heard tlie 
sheep, being let put^-vyitli a great deal of 
bleating; in deep aiid high tones, and little 
Kmit .shouting at them froni the steps: 

. To .Einarrtlus^^^d^ a black darkness 

that . separated ' him from something.* that 
.had happened long . ago, and about which' 
he could hot now, think. As he, emerged 
from . this .darkness, • too, ;it struck, hisn. hpi? 
comforlhble. ho was . lying there. He was 
a, child once more,’ ..wrapped in the , clothes 
bishmothef put upon iiimj . and eating what 
hhe gave hirh; with her own hand ,* he showed 
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temper, and was exacting, and she scolded 
liim^ she washed him, and warmbd his 
night-shirt for him at tlic stove, as in days 
gone hy. ' ■ • ' ■ 

A recovery from such an illness is like 
being bom into the world again. Warn 
out ns one is, cvcr\'^ little trouble brings 
the tears to one’s eyes, jivst .as they make 
the bah}’^ scream : and waiting for mother 
when she is aw.ay too long is imheaniblc 
torture. 

As liis strength returned, Einar noticed 
that his father never came lo see hirri'; 
and at the same time he understood that 
this was something lie ought not to mention. 
It w.as also something that he ought not 
to tliinlc about ; for there was so much 
he.sides that went with it, and that should 
not be allowed to come near him now. • 

One day Ingcborg came up with some hot 
water in a hath, saying she thought it was 
about time he had his feet washed; and 
as he put out his clammy feel, and enjoyed 
the wet sponge and her gentle, touch, the 
tears came again to his eyes. “ Oh, how 
good it is to he at home now ! ” he thought: 
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i He remembered that during his first attacks 
of fever he had felt horror at being tended 
by those -whom he had betrayed ; but that 
' roust have been part of the illness. During 
the fevci’ish attacks he had also seen Wangen 
standing in the room and saying : “I shall 
be sent to prison, and it is your fault.” 
And Einar had screamed with terror ; but 
that too had been part of his illness, and 
l\6' had now recovered from it. Yes, it 
was a strange thing to be ill. 

While his sister dried his feet with a 
warm bath-towel,, he looked up at the 
ceiling and thought : “ Thank goodness 

that I was prevented from doing ' these 
people any harm ! ” 

As the days passed, and he gradually 
became able once more to retain difficult 
thoughts, he felt a certain fear as to how it 
would be when he went downstairs and met 
his father. He supposed he Avould have to 
ask his forgiveness ; but that, too, caused 
him a strange pain. Thoughts came to 
him. “ I have abandoned a sacred purpose ; 
and just 'because I am lying here and re- 
ceiving all this affection, I am becoiuing 
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more and more powerless to' take it . up 
again.' I w:as to save an innocent man 
from punishment, and I was to stand .a. 
test of character. But I broke down.- I 
took flight! And' now I am lying and 
thanking God for it ! ” ' - - " ; 

“Mother,!" he cried involuntarily; .and 
if, she wei-e not in the room, he would be 
seized with an uircomfortable fear until 
she came back and he knew her to ,be 
r neat, him, 

"How pale and, thin' you are, mother! 
How often miist have sat up at night ! ”, 

" That’s nothing, my dear boy. How 

■ are you liow ? Is there anything you’ve 

■ a fancy for?” ' 

He felt these few affectionate words quite 
oveiwhehning, because they dispelled all 
fears and for a time gave him perfect 
contentment and rest; , 

Ihgeborg came up one day , with souie 
budding birch twigs, which she threw upon 
ins bed. "There’s a harbinger- of spring,” 
she said. “ Now' you must be quick and 
. come out, and see w'hat I’m doing in the 
- .garden.” ,• , . - 
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\ "V^ien' :at -last lie was ' ailo>ved'^ up,i 
, life ^seat ^was plkced ■ at tlie window. ' Girls 
;;W^re 'riiiiriiiig.bare4ieadcd across the- yard.' 
'They were ' laughing aiid joking. ' It made 
:him -smile too. . He had had a lot. of fun 
:dd^; there: -among the houses, as a boy; 
there; ' was a reminiscence /connected rritli 
.every corner,- and these were now awakened, 
und? all his ideas connected thcihselvies more 
.and . more - with the place and the people 
nl>6;'lived in it, •: 

Ingeborg eaiiie to.luin rather timidly,, one 
.day,- and asked hirri to let her read to hirh 
put of a deydtional book, and he- assented, 
ih order' to give her a pleasure. Gradually,, 
as 'he listened, however, he began to think 
it ; was beautiful. . He had - been mistaken , 
in;- this too. './. , ' . ' . . • " ^ ^ . 

■ One .evening, ’ when the reading was over, 
she said : The . lake is quite - open now ; • 
the steamer fan to-day.” - And Einat 'saw. 
thefgreat open lake; its surface of a' greenish 
cokiir from the inciting of the show, LogS; 
were drifting about ..here and, there/ 'and 
:a'; bird’ vjvas; sitting, 'upon a.solitarj^ piece, 
of . ice - and . 'floating al^^ with itj how 
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and again flapping its wings. Jle saw the 
steamer with its awning, and ladies oh 
board in light dresses. Heigh-ho ! Enrnmer' 
was coining ! 

“Do you know what father’s doing?”.- 
asked Ingeborg with a 'smile. 

“ Father ? ” whispered Einnr, tuming his 
head towards the wall. 

“ Yes. He’s having a little room put 
up for you at the serkr. The doctor wants 
you to be on the mountains this simimer.” 

Einar turned his face to her and smiled, 
suddenly like a naughty boy. Was his 
father really thinking about him and doing 
something for him too ? • 

“ Father hasn’t come to sec me,P he said 
after a little, sadly. 

Ingeborg sighed and gazed at the candle. 

“ He asks after you a hundred times a 
■ day,” she said ; “ and . when you were 

- worst, he neither slept nor ate.” 

A little later she looked at Eiriar’s pale 
face among the pillow's; and though Ids 
eyes were closed, the tears were forcing 
their w'ay from under their lids, and his 
lips were compressed. She rose, and wiped 
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tee "tears -.aw^ . lier. pocket-liandker- 

caief,. 'saying : I think dt’s^ to spare, - .y^ 
tlmt father ' doesn’t come. Aiid besidesj yon 
:i:ak , hardly expect: him to come as long, as - 
heydoesn’t 'Imow what: y^ of liim.” - 

; -^ihar’s , lips. -were more tightly cprhpressed, 
as if something hurt . him. ■ ' . : - , . 

'■'v'l Shall I = ask father io come, .Einar ? ’• 
y.-^'fl^es,’’, he. whispered.’ ^ \ 

..r.NorbyJ had said to his uofe that' there.' 
had .'been . a ^disagreement between mmself ,, 
arid Einar, and that he would not . go in 
to. see him until' the. boy was ;W'eil enough 
to talk' about the matter. ■ ' , ' , ' 

f.He had gradually become quite suire :that : 
Ihs ; .enemies .had . incited, the boy' against 
him ; but , who coiild have, been lindwing 
enough for. that ? . Einar ! ; Yes, it was well 
done,^-, ; '■ ’.y-' ' '■ v', 

dBut; how anxiously he had waited to see:, 
whether, Eiiiar would 'send to him ; for after 
theiinarmer in which they had parted,; he , 
did nbt feel able to see him .until he yielded. 
Bpt would he. yield ,? Should he get his ‘ 
.boy back'?., ' i 

'’^at.iwere. his thoughts how .when the 
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moment came at last ? He went slowly np.' 
the stairs, but had , to hold tight to the ; 
banisters. Hlien he entered the room, lie 
saw at once, how emaciated tire boy was. 
The thin beard that had been allowed to 
grow while he was ill made him unrecog* 
nizable. Einar’s eyes were still w'et, -and 
he smiled anxiously as he held out his 
hand. ' ■ 

Ingeborg had come up again rvith him, 
but slipped quietly out when she saw her 
father’s emotion ; and the two were left 
alone. The old man’s lips were compressed 
as he seated himself and took his son’s 
butstretched hand. It was so damp and 
nerveless and tliin that he was quite afraid 
to' take hold of it. Eiuar saw his father’s 
emotion, and worn and excited as-, he was 
already, he burst into tears. 

“ Forgive me, father ! ’’ • , 

The old man rose and arranged the cover- 
let better about his son. 

'‘Don’t talk about it!” he managed to 
say. . “ And you mustn’t tdke this to heart 
now; it’s bad for you.” . ' 

IFhen, a little later, the old man ‘once' 
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i&|re,^obd' aJon office,- lie' was. sniffing '■ 

;:>asi^%'liad'a cold.-;_i _ ■; 

'^5):‘^eay% said, ..with ;liis /, 

jaised jto ;thc*^ ; Thanlc God ' 

f 4haft I , haVe . got my : boy back again t ” ; 

^ tbe leather sofa,, and > sat^ 

'r i-uilLi. ! -1,^1 '''VrlL'i''. il.' ': 


^tariilg. in' frohtv of 
|ng SO: great ‘ 


' him, liis lips /trembling, 
had /ever 'happened ,at; 
jNOTb^ 'before./, And ; so there was> a, higher 
pur’piose', in this, illness. '.'He understood- it 


hOw;l;V;„- 


-‘VThahie., God j ” . he said again,;, yith his , 
i^es; raised t6-.,the:- ceiling. ■ ■:■ r,- ' ^ 
v/' - Wheh/a/ w^^ back her child that 

.^phbbrs ^'iiave, taken,' ‘.one .can understand 
'that her;:.; jo but that her 

hatred, of; those who took , him from , her,; her 
lear/.of the:ir;; again^ and her desire 

/threndcr/ them:, harmless, are just as great' 
hs ' her /happiness, it ' was the same '.with 
Norby /nqwi lin' the midst, of bis joy he' 
ithqfght bf AVangen. ‘/ They ^didn’t suc- 
.'«eed,”, ffie: thought.^," There’^ One who’s 
'longer ‘ than; all their artifices./’'- i%ile/he 
.sat' and /thanked God; inlan indescribable 
ieeiing; of /happiness^- . he saw’ , Waiigen/ hnc 
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his other enemies as evil forces that might 
come again ; but they should really : be 
made harmless how. “ He shall leave the ; 
district t ” he thought, in mingled anger 
and pleasure. “ He’s done harm enough 
now. He shan’t only go to jail ; he ought 
to be transported 1 ” And if Norby’s best' 
friend had now said to him : “ But Amu , 
have guaranteed for this same Wangen,” 
Norby would have knocked him down. ■ For 
God knows it was false. - Could the hands 
be clean of a man who had recourse to such 
tricks ? Ko, no, no 1 If a thought sucli 
as this crossed the old man’s mind, it filled 
him with disgust, and he felt he must spit , 
it out. No, he was completely in the right.' 
That devil actually declared that Norby 
had signed -his document at the Grand ! 
Good gracious ! ■ . 

“ I thank Thee, O God !-— But he shall 
be turned out of the district I ” . . 



CHAPTER m 

Tji4: day :;eame at length on which Fru 
iWangen's, father- and brother; were to leave 
their, farm. , She , had determined .to get 
up very early in order to go and help them 
with anything that might be wanted;, but at 
ifqur o’clock- she was .aw'akencd by somebody 
knocking at their door. , She was. surprised, 
hut got up, piit something on, and . went to 
t^;door,,and asked who was there. •, 

‘It ,;was^ her brother. Wien she , opened 
the door, she saw in the grey light that he 
looked quite distracted. 

.“is' anything the matter ? ” she asked. 
’ ^?‘;Father I ” he whispered in a terrified 
whisper, And remained standing outside, 
/•‘fid come ini What’s the matter with 
father?’”; ■ 

' ;.Hdr. brother, did not answer immediately, 
but 5 walked , past her into., the room, and 
■sat' do^ heavily. ' By this time she was 
^'frightened that she did 'not,dare to ask. 
hut st6pd dumbly waiti^ 
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And as she stood- there in the half-light, 
\\ith her shawl wrapped round her, her 
brother told her, as carefully as he could, that 
the evening before they had missed his father, 
and had been round the neighbourhood, 
searching and inquiring. ^ And at last they 
had found him hanging in the barn at home. 

IThen Wan gen at last came down in the 
morning he found his wife sitting in the 
same scanty attire in the sitting-room, staring 
straight before her. There avas no coffee 
made, nothing was done ; she only sat there. 

“ “Why, Karen ! Wdiat is it ? ” . 

“ Nothing,” she said husldly. 

Tliis day, too, she iiad to go about and 
see to the day’s work. The eldest girl had 
to go to school, the two younger ones to 
be taken care of, and the usual errands to 
be gone up to the farm to fetch food- and 
milk. But all- the time her old fathei 
seemed to be Math her. Rather than leave 
the horns of his ancestors in poverty: he 
had pa.rted with' life.’ She could see. him 
hanging by his tliin neck in the- bam where 
she had so often played blind man’s biiff ; 
and all the time he .kept saying : “ It is 
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fault I Wiiy did ;you mam'? him 1 
.•Nms’:,y6u'’'',sceJ 

.i : .Great exertion ;^vas needed to make, hci 
, feett carry her where she had to go. 

' ;’^^hen:Wangcn' heard it,, he sat motionless 
xfdr. some time, his face buried in' his hands. 
, ;The’ image of this old. man, ' %vhoni,' he had 
- diwen' to death . by his rccklcssnes.s, ' took 
him 'back onCe niore to that afternoon ;in 
.the dark railway carriage v.ben sclf-laiow- 
ledge ■ and ■ .cold responsibility, had ' over* 
whctined him' 'as a superhuman burden. . 
’.'y Oh I P ' he cried • suddenly, starting,’ up j 
this, is too , much,. Karen ! I ca'n.t, bear 
J'it'jyyo^L must help me!;'* 

' '.?‘i I think j'ou ought to help me,”> she re- 
plied, monotonously, wthout looking at him. 

/Later in the. day he came in .and found 
her again sitting and gazing straight before 
her, . motionless and. far aw'ay, although theii 
ypuhgest. child, was standing crj'ing/ and 
pulliiig at her skirts: .And when she fixed 
her -eyes, upon him he. started involiintarily, 
Hp; did not khow whether her gaze was ful] 
of ten’or of : him, or whether it \vas hatred. 
/ “jNow she, thinks, this is rny fault, ,and 
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she’ll saj’- so soon!” he thoughts ■and. 
although he knew it was trae, he felt’ a 
desire to oppose and keep her at a distance.: 
“ As if I hadn’t enough to .bear already !.”; 
he thought. “ And she wants to throw , 
this upon me,!” And he worked hirhself 
up to still greater irritation against her,i 
as if this new misfortune had been in some 
way or other due to her. . , . ' , 

They went about in fear of one another, 

- each keeping silenee from a suspicion that- 
'the other was ready to recriminate. They 
had been torn from the home in which 
they had passed happ)^ years, and the dis- 
comfort and poverty of the miserable cottage 
only helped to remind them of their mis- 
fortune and keep them apart. . ‘ . 

’i^diilc Fxu Wangen was standing, in. the 
kitchen making some soup for the children, 
she suddenly sank into a chair and stared into 
the fire with terrified eyes, for her father, as' 
he himg there, said that he did not mind about, 
Wangen. It was onfy she he troubled about, 
she who had brought him into the family. 

It was she ! It was she! ; . ' 

■ The soup boiled over, and Fru Wangen 
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(iid not notice it. 'The floor seemed to be 
sliding away from imder her, and she thought 
that something black stretched out hands 
';towards her imtil she tm-ned cold with terror, 
and began involimtarily to look for something 
to save her. 

It was the bankruptcy that had ruined 
them all. But supposing that Wangen W'ere 
really innocent ? Then her father might 
have- made his speech to those who w^ere 
guilt\^ She also now saw in Wangen’s 
innocence a plank to which she could cling. 
He was imiocent ; he 'must be innocent. 

Later in the day Wangen had gone to 
her father’s 'farm, as she did not feel equal 
to it ; but he turned back, too, when he saw 
the house. He dared not see the dead man. 

When he came home, his wife was sitting 
alone, withT her elbow^s upon the tabic and 
her chin resting in her hands. 

“ Where are the children ? ” he asked at 
once, looldng round. 

“They’re sent away,” she said in a dull 
tone, looking at him. 

Ah uncomfortable suspicion suddenly 
crossed his mind. 
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“But tell me where they "are,” he said,' 
opening the door to the other room ; but' 
there was no one there. 

“ I telephoned for your aunt,” she said, 
in the same tone as before. “ She came at 
once, and drove away a little while ago,” 
-And as he still stood and looked at her- a 
little iincertainl\% she added, “ I thought it 
would be be.tter for j'ou, Henry. Is there any- 
thing you would like me to help you tvith ? ’’ 

It sounded so mysterious. He did not 
thank her, because ■ he felt it was not to. 
him she spoke, but to herself. 

It was uncomfortabl}- empty in the bed-- 
room when they went to bed that night. 
The children’s places were empty. 

Although Fru Wangen had been frightened 
into tm-ning to her husband, clung to his 
innocence, and felt a desire to support him- 
and show him confidence, she could not 
speak to him yet ; for she did not. Want to 
say anything unkind, and she could hot yet' 
say' anjyhing kind,.' The silence was .all 
= the greater because ' there was ho sound 
■ of whimpering, no -gentle breathing, no 
little bodies turning over in -bed or requiring 
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'wtermg;;V and , wife were , throwii 

^ck npon each other, and the silence and 
the. breacli. between them, forced thein to 
loot mtp'lthemselvesj where' each saw the 
pM in the barn; - '• „ 

?/ \^''angen was in bed, before, liis wife, and, 
lay Rooking, at her. 'It took her so, long; to 
undress,; it' was as though she dreaded 
going to bed. r Now , and again : she ; looked 
round ' bewldered, as ■ if . she expected to 
find*;, the,, ,clu^ after all. 

- “ It’s ' not my fault this time at any rate, ” 
hejihpught ; . ‘^but’ she’ll 'lay the blame on- 
to ^e all the same,’’ . ■ - 

yrA’^eh at last she was in bed, lying on her 
back- yitli her ; hands under her head, looking 
up at the', ceiling^ he had an uncomfortable, 
feeling that ; she was ; capable of ahjdhing, 
perhap^rthat, very night when he was asleep.- 
A' tallow . candle' was burning on a stool by 
his hedside, but he dared hot put it out. 
:,*.*‘.'Ar^nR, you . going. > to put put , the 
randie ” ' she asked in a dull voice,, still, 
lopMng pp at the ceilmgl ' ■ ' / ‘ ^ 

yHe-had; .to^^ it -oPt at last. . The grey, 
light pi, the . . spring night', showed ip ' the 
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window, -whicli had no blind, and they 
both lay ^yith wide-open ej'^es fixed on this 
faint light, as if they were afraid of closing 
them or. looMng into darkness. Neither bf, ; 
them had anj' pretext for rising to attend, 
to one or other of the children ; so they 
were forced to lie still and let the thoughts 
put up their heads out of the night. She 
seemed to see her father as he was the last 
time he came to her, saw him do\\Ti in the" 
garden, heard his opinion of her husband. 
“ Wiy wasn’t I more compliant then ? ”, 
she thought. “ It’s too late now ! I can 
never make up for it !. TiTiat have I done 

Wangen lived o^'er again the scene when, 
he had borrowed the last ten . thousand : 
krones. He lied, he exaggerated,' he per- 
suaded— and believed in it. That was how 
it seemed with all his ideals now'. He 
believed in them ; they intoxicated him 
slightly but just look at the consequences ! 

He involuntarily began to tremble in 
his bed, for he felt as if he would have to 
drag the dead body of the old man after 
him for ever and ever. , Fru Wangen noticed 
his distress, and it made her own greater. 
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; ,Is it'^iiis faiiit - after: all ? she thoiightj . 
lad'.feit. her anger! ;rise: Biit in that case 
t woxild be. her- -faiilt * too. . No,' he ■was" 
nnocent ; he; must be innocent. The desire 
:d hold: him up insensibly gained the upper 
3 hnd, and she put out her hand towards him. 
>:;.‘‘!ra^c hold of my hand, Hcmy ! ” 

And. when their hands lay in one another’s 
-tfetwo; alone together— they were as they 
[lady been" when they were newly married', 
uid^fell asleep x\ith iihgers intertwined. - 
. .‘‘^hbuldn’t . I. ha.vc married him when I 
W{is‘fond,:of him ? ” she: thought, as if her 
father couid^ hear h^^d she insensibly con- = 
iured; up - the memory of the beautiful 
tnomerits in their early . loV^e, as if to con-' 
Vince . herself .that she was honest now. . ■ 
v!But her father had objections to m^e— 
liangihg there— and she involuntarily pressed 
her; husband’s ! hand closer. ! This ' imioii of 
their hands in affection gave their fear another 
Erection. They were at last able to. occupy 
themselves with others, and therefore began 
fe:,be ' Sorry .for one another, because! that 
kept , them from seeing, to the. bottom, of 
their .own misery. 
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, ■’ ‘‘ My. poor Karen ! said Wangen/ - “-'It’s 
worst for you, after alL” 

She loosed. -his hand to stroke his wrist, 
and "answered in a -low- voice: “ Oh no, 
Henry i It’s worst for you. Good heavens 1 ’’ 
“ ISTo, Karen, for. I’m a man ; and he was 
your father.” , . ; , L ' 

The last words gave her a shock, and once'; 
more .brought the image of the dead man 
before.her eyes. But she could not stend th^^ 
any longer. It couldn’t he Wangen’s fault. 
And insensibly she took refuge in Wangen, ,ih 
his innocence, wherein now lay her only safety. 
“ Henry, may I come into your bed ? 

- “ Y^,;dear:”; : . 'v-- 

He too was glad not to feel alone any 
more. He held up the bedclothes, and she 
crept' in, and as in the old days laid her 
head upon his shoulder, clung to .hiin so- as 
to feel safe and cahn. ' . , ’ 

He covered her up carefully, and put his 
arms about her. The confidence of (^ch 
inspired the .other, and they took’ refuge 
in' one another, in the hope of finding 
the good conscience they both sought for. 

, And as the -warmth of one body was imparted 





■^^as ,so, g^od.to,^ea _ . ,, ^ , 

: wka passing^ 

I' t; Outside, ^ S - ^ of raiii 

^;^W^tterdooTst;ep,;aBd o^, little valley.' 

;?:^:^e,;,windo5y-.vf^ " id^iiito maldiig 

gaa&stad^s ' widxm;was^^^ 
li;jQiat‘ declaration, tpo.,! 
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, “Yes!” said he, stretching himself. 

This suspicion of his, that she had abhorred 
before, she now felt a desire to cling to ; ; 
there was a relief, a kind of acquittal in it. 

‘ They tried to close their eyes and be silent, 
bxit neither of them could sleep, and both 
wanted to go on listening to their defence, 

“ Well, now the}’^’!! go to America, most 
of the work-people,” he said, and left her 
to say the rest. ‘ 

And in a little while she said : “ All those 
who can work are likely to go, wdien things 
- are managed as they are herel” - • ■ 

. He felt such pleasure and comfort every 
time she said what he had so often said. 
She was quite on his side at . last. At last 
she, too, felt comdneed. ' 

“ And you had thought of establishing 
a pension fund .for them, too,” she saidi 
“ Yes, if I could onlj’^ have gone on.” 
“ And how well the working men lived ! I 
remember when their wives brought them their 
meals how pleased and happy they looked 1 
“Yes, it’s different now,” said he. 

The night was verj' long but they kept 
dose to one another, and talked at intervals 
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^ thing;* as if It . were a- fire’ 

that' had to .be -kept''^^ even ventured 

to r you' thifflt people , would 

Kaye got'pretty good interest on their moiiey^ 
if: only, 3''pu could haves gone on, in peace 1 ” 

%: ;*,^ Yes; of course.!' it was. improving 
all; the, -time— until the . rich': meh grew 
itigiiteried.”- 

Yes,;tl haven’t" understood uutit now 
what: a' .disappointment it •'must, have been 
fot yoii,” .she said /with feeling ; and biiiyung 
her,, head in, his ; shoulder she wliispexed .: 
‘tCan .you forgive me, Henry ? I haven’t 
been what I should have besen/^,, - ” 

.“t-He' was ' touched. . “ Forgiye ?•” He • said. * 
‘ttyhy,- I’ye nothing to. forgive ! ^ sYou’Ve 
beeii:; .so clever, Karen, and ' have ■ had so 
oiUch ' to .see to; But , I’ll help you now.” 

,:“B6n’t ;talk likes' that, ' Henry I • I see 
now that you. miist have. felt paralysed.” - 
, : Thus themight passed. They talked them- 
selves more and" m^ together, and found 
their own * cqhhdehce in one; anqther . They 
both ' felt haunted , by the: dark, cold re-, 
sponsibhity,- and fled hand in hand towards 
the. lahd.of /innocence.:,; , . , ; - 



CHAPTER IV- 

The spring v.'as early this year, and wjicn 
Pastor Rorring %venl. up the avenue to; 
Norby Farm at th.e lx;giiming of May,.ilie 
trees were in leaf, and, a strong scent of 
leaves nntl grass filled the jvir. The priest, 
carried a bag in lus hand,. He v,*c:; going 
on a sick visit to Lars .Klcvcn up on the lull. 

Many of the young trees in the avenue 
\Vorc torn up or broken off, ns if , aftek a 
hurricfuie; but it was after tlie working men’s 
procession to Norby on the first of Slay. • 
When the priest came to the garden, he 
say Norby inside the fence in a white work- 
ing coat, busy with some trees.' The priest 
stopped and fell into conversation .with him, 
“ It looks dreadful, after the demon* 
strators,” said he, wilh a sh.akc. of the head. 
“ Upon ray word, it’s hot only the consul’s 
standing drinks that has fooled tbenij there 
must have been some one or other who Isas 
dca,lt out mental strong drinlcs too.” ‘ 

7W 
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VNorb}'- looked surprised j .but laughed as ' 
he -leaned upon liis .spade. , " The work- 
men ?” . he ' said, " They had nothing t> 
do. iwith the' damage in the grounds. The 
JiWiid did that one night.” : . . .: 

,V; The ■ priest - looked' a little sheepish, and 
%on went on his way. That Norby had a 
rpeculiar way; of being proud ! He was so 
terribly afraid that any one should, pity him. 

• The muddy after 

the . rain in the night, but the leaves of the 
tr^s and .the green slopes were glistening 
iti the snh. Brooks ran noisily towards 
the. fjordj -and dn the fields round about 
meri .;and .Horses ^ye^e busy harrowing. 

' At last the .priest had mounted the last 
■hill, : bn .which stood the little cottage. 
jI) welling - house and; ,co,w -shed together 
fbrnied one building: it would be difficult 
^ to know ; tile one from the other, were it 
.not for the porch at one end, and two small 
.^vindows ' kt each side. The ' steps w'ere 
.• washed ’’and! .the ' stones strewn with fir 
■bbigs, becaujse the priest was .expected . 
j , He :h'ad to stoop to ■ enter. The , ceiling 
was low, r too,' so that he had to keep his 
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head bent. A saucepan of water was 
.steaming on the, fire, the floor was .white 
and strewn -svith fir twigs, the wife was 
sitting di’essed in her best with a hyndn- 
book in her hand, and in bed, beneath an 
old skin coverlet, lay Lars ICleven, in a 
shirt so white that it must have been put' 
on at the moment the priest was seen at the 
bottom of the hiU. The priest first shook 
hands with the wife, and then went to the bed, 
“And how' are you, my dear Lars ? ” 
Lars said nothing,, pressed his lips together, 
and looked at the priest. It w’^as his wife 
who answered. 

“ Oh, mercy ! How frightened I was that 
he’d be gone before the priest came , 
The priest took the old man’s, hand. It 
was as hard as horn, and quite cold. .. The 
furrowed, weather-beaten face was motion? 
less, and the old eyes looked up. dully ^ 
Now and then his mouth moved, for he still 
had his quid to chew. The pastor sat do^vn. 
“ Are you afraid to die, my dear Lars ? ” 
It was again the wife that answered, 
“He has something to confess to you,'’ 
she said. - 
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“Indeed ? ” The priest looked Idndly at- 
the old man in the bed. 

The dying man suddenly surprised him 
by, sending a squirt of tobacco-juice out of 
his mouth on to the floor. “ It was about 
the inquiry/' he then said, looking anxiously 
at the priest. 

“ Oh 1 Between Wangen and Norby ? ” 

“ He wanted to go and give evidence,” said 
the wife ; “ but he hadn’t the courage to 
give evidence against Norby.” 

The priest looked expectantly at Lars, 
who kept his eyes all the time anxiously 
on him, still chewing his quid. 

- “ Do you think there’s pardon for me ? ” 
he asked at length. 

“ Yes. Why not ? ” The priest smiled. 

“ When I didn’t go and give evidence to 
the truth, even though God told me to ? ” 

“ Are you sure you knew the truth then, 
Lars ? ” - ^ 

“ He went with Norby to town that time 
when he signed the paper,” "said the vife, 
who now stood by the table with her hymn- 
book in front of her, looking anxiously at 
the priest. 
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Paslor Borriiis? sat louking at the floor 
for a liitk* %vhile, 

“■And now be thinks there’s no pardon Cot 
him,” said the v/ife, wiping her eyes. “But 
I tell him that Christ died for that sin too.” , 

The priest still looked down at the floor, 
but he fell the eye.s of the dying man eagerly 
fixed upon him, and he loievv that he must 
answer when he met those eyes. 

If Pastor Borring had been alone and 
uninfluenced by the moment, he ivouki 
have answered : “ Jvven if Cliri.st died ivr 
your sins, and even if you gel to heaven, 
Wangen may suffer just as jmich in conse* 
queuee of your sin.” He liad it in his mind 
to say it, too, but it was another matter to 
look up and meet the old, frightened eyes, 

“Bo you think there's pardon for me?” 
came at last from the bed; and- the priest 
had to answer. 

“ Yes,” he said, looldng up. 

“ Will you pray for me ? ” said Lars, 
, turning his quid in his mouth. The priest 
rose and folded his hands ; but what shorild 
he pray ? He thought of Wangen. , But 
the sun shone brightly in upon the,, fir- 
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strewn flqori’ throwing -a few beams , across 
the- old skin coverlet and on’ the old man’s 
shirt. -It was like a'^ message from Him, 
who shines upon the good ,and,;the evil, 
thought the priest, and thbre , was' such, 
pdvert}^ and helplessness in this little cottage, 
and the t\yd poor old people filled him with' 
a desire to be merciful, and he began to 
pray God to be merciful. . , 

-H^en he ended, the -wife was cr3^mg, and 
the old man lay' with his, hands folded upon- 
the cqS’'erlet and the, tears running down 
his checks. ' When the priest sat down, • he 
said': “ Wilt you give me the sa;Crament .?.” 

The priest rose .mechanically ' and ■ opened 
his bag. . He' heard the swallows flying, 
past the window , outside in the sunsliine, 
and the starling that had its, nest up under 
the 'eaves. It was .-lilce another .message to 
tefl him .that life was; greater than man’s 
idea of right and wTong. .. . - . 

. .3¥hen he. stood, ready in his priest’s robes,, 
'after pouring the /wine, into the . chalice he' 
had brought with ihirh, he said with bowed , 
head.; - “ Listen, , Lars. , The trial is next 
week. Won’t you ask your wife to. go and 
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give e\'iclence for you ? I can confirm Aviiat 
you have now- confessed.” 

“ Oh, yes,” said the old man, looldhg 
longingly at the chalice. The wife sighed 
upon her bench, but came up and took the 
quid out of her husband’s mouth, and laid 
it oh the window-sill. 

When the priest had given the sacrament, 
and had packed up his gown again, he sat 
a little longer b}' the dying man’s bedside. 
It seemed as if Lars had onl}’^ kept up in 
expectation of the sacrament and the -for- 
giveness of his sins, and that he noAV suddenly 
began to sinlc. Once .he opened his eyes 
and turned them upon his wife. She under- 
stood him, and took the half-chewed quid 
from the wndow-sill and put it into his 
mouth ; and Lars looked at her, as mucl 
as to say' : “ Yes, that was it.” 

The priest rose, and was taking his de- 
parture, w'hen the dying man looked onc( 
more at the priest and then affectionately 
at -his yvife, and whispered : “ Oh no ! Sh« 
mustn’t be made to go and give evidence, foi 
he’ll take the cottage from her if she , does.’ 

“Very well,” said the priest a little un- 
certainlv. as he nansf-d. 
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'\01d. Xars smiled.’ wth content at finding 
that'i eveiy - prospect, had.; brightened : so 
\Vohdertully,; both for -time -4nd eternity ; 
and he settled himsdf deeper into his pillow. 
He then wanted to; raise his .head : as if to 
spit,- but . could not ; - the tobacco stuck in; 
his throat, and he coughed; , and the cough 
became a dying- rattle, and after a moment 
that: too ceased. ;• V. ' ' ' 

His wife stood some , time gazing at him,'; 
and . - then -went . resolutely mp and closed 
his . eyes. ShCr then ; turned ' to the priest. 

Thank . God,’!” she , said with emotion, 
‘:.Now I Imow' that Lars died saved.” • 

, - On his .way homewards with his bag in 
his. hand the prie^ stopped; on the hill, and 
sitting down on- a stone, rested his chin iii 
his. hand, and looked out oyer the parish. L 
< Wli.enever Pastor Borring had imparted; 
forgiyeness; of sins he was . always unhappy 
for in 'thp fii'st place he did not feel that God 
had charged him with the forgiveness of 
sinsj and'-'in .the s'edond he' did not believe 
in ., the notion of . forgiveness. . And ; yet . in' 
;the; Course of time he had laid his hand in 
church upon the heads, of thousands, :and 
lied, pis dangerous comfort into their, souls. . 


252 


:1IIE PO'IVER OF A LTI 

Anti now he was sitting here, unhappy 
once more. He hod never fell more dis- 
tinctly timn non- how altogether meaningless 
it, was to pardon, to forgive. If God forgave 
Lars KIcven, was He also to pa.rdon on 
Wangens bch.nlf? Wangen would perhaps 
be unjustly condemned, in .spite of the 
pardon. And IVangon’s family, wlio were 
the hufTerers ? , ■ , , 

No, a Avicked action is a. tiling that is 
set in motion and perhaps never stop.s. 
It oppeans in eonscquenccs .and the con- 
sequences of Uiose consequences : it spreads' 
like an infectious disease,. and no one knows 
when or how it will cc.iso. Even if it is 
lost to sight, it still goes on its ,way. Who 
Avill pardon here ? God ? Is it His duty 
to pardon it on the behalf of innocent 
pcr.sons ? 

Tims thoughl Pastor Borring as he sat. 
On his way liome he felt saddened and 
ashamed, as he so often did during the 
performance of an act from which he did 
not feel strong enough to free himself. . ; 

But what was he .to do now ? The con- 
fessions, of a dying- .man are sacred. 



CHAPTER V 


,Feu Wangkk had been impatient for the 
demonstration to take place. The means 
that she had despised in her husband, she 
herself now felt a sudden desire to resort 
to, like a person in despair, who gropes 
about for anything he can lay hands ont 

But after the day when the consul had 
secretly made the demonstrators dnmk, so 
that they frightened the whole district nith 
their behaviour, both Wangen and his wife 
saw that these allies of theirs had once more 
injured their cause ; for the whole district 
■was quite sure that Wangen was at the back 
of it all, and even Norby’s worst enemies 
began to feel s^mipatby for him and to 
turn from Wangen. 

As 'the trial approached, Wangen’s fear 
of being left to stand alone became greater 
and greater. It was witnesses that he must 
have, and now he no longer relied upon 
witnesses, for he had a suspicion that every 
“one hated iiim. 
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At night, when he lay and polished np 
his innocence, he saw more and more vividly 
that scene at the Grand, when the docunieht- 
was signed. At first he had not been quite 
sure that it was there ; but as he had said 
it once, it was most probable; and the 
oftener he said it, the more certain he 
became that it w'as there and nowhere else. 
He now even remembered the corner they 
had sat in. There were Norby, Haarstad 
and himself, and the}' Avere drinking coffee 
tiftcr dinner. But was there no one else 
. Suppose there had been some one else who 
had seen it all ! 

He conjured up this scene more, and more 
vividly, as if it had some hidden poAver. 
that might suddenly make its appearance 
and be his salvation. He seemed to sit 
there, and even to feel the taste of the strong ,■ 
coffee. He saw people at the neighbouring, 
tables, Avhile Norby signed. The cigar-smoke 
lay in layers in the air, the Avaiters ran about 
with napkins under their arms, counted 
money, and drcAv corks. Glasses jingled,, 
people laughed arid made a noise, 'and 
conversation filled the cafe. And here sat 
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' tKree, and si^ed ’ their names. , But 
'wais'thereactuallyndfoiTrthmah?.:- 
i;- He , began , to have a suspicion that there 
^%d. "been, one more,' 3^^^ because he , so 
..earnestly . wished • it. But perhaps , they had 
Ibought hini too.- "This thought angered himl: 
It should ‘be brought to. light. He went 
oil seeing, the hands .^vriting, and the. people 
"jourid : looking on: - .He even sa-w it when 
; he" slept ; die saw it when he fixed his. eyes 
■iipon aiiy one he was speaking to. This was 
..tW scene that .had to. be proved, and it 
. therefore -appeared in ,a feverish light, the, 
r.'ihor^ helpless .he felt himself. At last he. 
'■Teally began to have a consciousness that, 
’ .there had actually been a fourth man close 
' by. ■ ;At first it was only like a shadow on 
.Ithe.- wail ;' but the shadow acquired: eyes 
"that looked on. while . Norby signed. It 
jacquired a voice that said : “ Yes^.I sawut’; 
'biit I will not interfere in the matter- now,” 

> Indeed ? . But he -would havO ,to; He should 
.\ber brought light, ho' matter .how. well lie 

had been paid.- for not interfering. ' Wangeh , 
• ■ became -niore- and more eager to produce 

> him :■ as.> .the trial pressed closer ! upon him. 
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,One da-y he 'had again met the tailor with 
the mad eyes, and lay- awake at night. ’ , He 
then saw this unknovni form'.more viyidly 
than ever ; it resisted and would not adva.nce, 
, but it would have to, by Jove it w'ould ;! 
And although Wangen again and again felt 
impelled to ' cuff himself and say that he 
was mad, he could not but \yish, hope and 
cling to this new possibility, wlaich would 
perhaps save him at the last moment. ' . 

One day he told his wife about it, ah(3 
she became excited and encouraged liim 
almost fiercely- As she questioned him more 
closely, and he had to anSAVer Avith probable 
reasons, it came to be some one Avhorn he 
did not yet quite recollect : it Avas several 
years ago: But to sit and talk about tliis 
person became a strengthening draught 
to’ them both. At last one evening, Avhen 
they had once more been sitting arid 
talking about it, and Wangeri had beeh 
burrowing for some tiriie in his memory, he 
suddenly sprang up, crying: “I have him ! ” 
“ Henry 1 exclaimed his wife Avith a little 
cry, also rising. , , 

■ “ It was RasmAis Brodersen.” C - 
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V.’pii/ tlVaiik ' God ! ” , she panted,' wth her 
•hands -upon her breastJ , ^ ^ . • ,, 

, A^Bht .ilasmiis Brodersen was in America; 
.Wahgen‘::heliev,ed, however, that one, of the 
tetters' from him v/as on this subject. . 

He, got but his packets of letters, and began 
to read through all letters from this old schooi- 
friend of his. He did not find it thht eveiimg. 
Itlwas possible it might have been lost, 

■ c.The excitement ' and tension of these 
hours ' made Fru. Wangch quite ill; /She 
wanted tb 'sit . up at iiight, but he wanted 
to: "wart rintil the following day ; and ■is he 
seated' himself ydtli fresh packets of .letters 
the next morning, he thought ; “ She’ll , be 
besideherself if l don’t find anything to-da3\” 

At about dinner-time she came in to him 
in the bedroom , where he was sitting, ;and 
asked Tor; the twentieth time : “ Well ? ” 
//‘/There . should still be another packet 
somewhere/ or 'other,’’ he said,, scratching 
his head/, arid he began to rummage every 
receptacle.to, find it. - , ; 

/ “ It /must , be in this last, packet ! ” she 
thought; and. she deterihined ,to leave liim 
in peace, and let him come himself ind, tell 
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her. And ■while she waited for this salvation, 
for "them both, she suddenly regaine(| her . 
pride and peace of mind. She went on her 
errands up to the farm, tall, with slow-^eps, 
bare-headed in the sun, her hair like a. 
cto'^TO above the pale, beautiful face.". Per-, 
haps after all her husband’s enentiies would 
be'; disappointed. 

That day Avas the first on' which she had 
not tliought; “I wonder how little Bias is 
noAvl ” ‘ And as regarded her father— it was= 
a great trouble and son-OAv, but it no longer 
ca'used a . bad conscience. . " 

At' dinner-time she went and listened at. 
his door. She heard the rustling of paper, 
but she dared not disturb lum to say that 
dinner Avas ready, although she had got some 
unusually good meat to-day, that she IcncAV 
he Avould like. ' 

At last he came out, quite pleased and 
satisfied. He had not found it yet, but He 
was so sure that he would have it. before 
■ the evening. The decided promise nearly 
turned her head with joy. Sleepless nights 
and emotion had unhinged her, and Avliile 
they dined she was childishly gay. Oh no, , 
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’~hc :sIiotilfI having to tell her, if 

)nly- it caihc to light tliafc" evening ; and she 
^ahk ,to his Health in water, and put her 
finger in his 'glass to chjihge his water into, 
wmt’ for him ; and while slie, laughed over 
this; the tears stood in. her eyes. , . 

rSlie was bn thorns ail the afternoon ; but he 
,h^, asked to be left alone, and he should be.' 

, At last he opened the door, and said, 
.•smiling: “'Here it is, Karen!” 

-;> v.Ohee niore. she started up with the cry of 
iVil^ry ! ” Then she ran to him, seized the 
p%er :from him, and began to run through 
•it. ^ Ah, yes ! It was written a couple of 
years , ago, and mentioned a good dinner, and 
■ further qn-^yes, there it was ! There it was ! 
A : She hung upon liis neck, took his head, 
^between her hands and held it from her 
vwHiie; she .murmured : , “Wiy don’t you 
kiss.-fne t !^Vliy don’t you fly up, to the 
ceiiihg? 'ph, I .shall , faint 1 ” She had to, 
;take th6 paper to read it once more. But— 

, batTr^a cold shiver, suddenly ran tlirqugh Her. , 
.This hahdvTitin'g—it— it was so suspiciously 
;V;like: Wangen’s,own. - She looked quickly tip 
at Turn,' but she dared not say anything. 
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‘.‘ When iiproduce this in court,” he sa/d, ' 
smiling, “ I think it will be enough.’’ i ' , ' 
“Yes, of course, Henry.”. She': 4till 
laughed with .delight, - but was '■ obliged to ;, 
sit down. “Wliat has,. he done?”, j'sKe 
thought, sitting and gazing sti-aight* before 
her, “ God help me 1 ” Everything seeriied , 
to crumble to pieces, arid she gazed into ius ', 

■ guilt in everything, in everything ! But this 
could not be ! It must nok must not be l^ 

■ She might have made a mistake.. ■ She would ' 
.not look' at the letter any, more, arid she - 

gave it back to him With a smile, , arid, ’ 
begged him to take good, care of it. ■ It./ 
might perhaps help' Iriiri a little, onty .-a- 
little for , he must be' let. off. 

That evening,; when they were in bed, 

. she said : “ You don’t unite any moi'e, in 
' the papers now, Henry, but I think it 
might very ' well • come to , the knowledge, 
of; the public , how the pastor and Thora 
have behaved to us.” - . v 

“ Yes,” he said ; “ and it might be a- good 
thing if it were r^d by the juryirien, too, ■ 
before they went , to pass verdict on me”’ ' 
And - they tried , to sleep, with hands 
interclasped.' ' ' • ■ ' . 



CItAVTEn VI- 

pL.kAK xvas coming down the hills from the 
horth, and stopped at Norby vSa3ter, .,at the 
door of winch Einar ;\vas sitting making a 
^birch! broom: \ . ’ . . • , , 

.. the/ stranger lay full length upon 
the. grass, his head resting on his wallet, he 
related how' he had met a she*bear arid tAvo 
.cubs’, w’cst of the Great SnoW'ri<ici. • As 
news 'from' the. rallev, he riientioncd that 
^i^rigeri’s trial was to take, place that daj'i. 

/Iridecd said Einar, and went on 
iwith ;, his "'birch broom.' ^ , . 

KiHc: rowed the man across the raoimtain 
lake* /.for,’ he was going west and, down 
ririp ..the ' other valley. , Einar -heard that, 
the, doctor's , ' twenty-year-old daugliter 
had vCome' np to Buvik' ' - Skitcrj, and 
xhisl/.aw'akcried pleasant recollections ,, of, 
the ball at . Christmas. ' . . 

.'i 'Heiiad: lived here for a month in delightful 
,qrilet..}, -Eoy 'coriipariy:he. had the old dairy- 
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maid, the dog and the cattle. He waA to; 
drink milk, go for walks, keep his feel dry, 
and sleep and eat v.’ell. And day after 
da}' he plodded about in wooden shoi^' 
and frieze clothes like any peasant. It was 
splendid! : 

But now his peace was destroj'cd. The 
news of the trial had cut like a knife. Old 
wounds were reopened, and he felt a despair 
approaching, which . he , was not equal to 
bearing, and to wliich he involuntarily rose 
in opposition, in order to dismiss it. Had 
he not suffered enough in this mailer ? 

At night, when he lay sleepless, be re- 
presented to liimself how good his father 
had alwaj’s been ; but as that did. not fed 
sufficient, lie resorted to the young girl 
who was also up in the mountains now at 
a seder. How pretty slie had been last 
Christmas ■ when they danced together ! 
People whispered and pointed at them; 
But win' had he thought so little about 
her since? “I’m too old-fashioned,” he 
thought ; “ I live in books and great ideas, 
and meanwhUe the good years are passing, 
and I haven’t lived the life of youth. But 
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there is s^insliine in the world, too, thanlc 
goodness.’’ 

' These thoughts lielped liim to make the 
young girl’s stay in the mountains still 
more important, and at length he fell asleep 
in the middle of a dance with her, just as 
at Christmas. 

The day follo^ving, v.'hcn he went for a 
walk over the hill, he frequent Ij' slopped 
to ilook at Buvik Smter. It lay on the 
other side of the lake just below the snow* 
field, at a distance of some three or four 
miles. “ Perhaps he’s already in prison ” 
was the thought that cut through him ; but 
he still looiccd up oftener and oftoner 
towards Buvik Sjeter, wdiicli had now 
acquired much greater impoitauce than 
before. Smoke was rising from the little 
grey houses ; perhaps she was preparing her 
dinner. 

As the days passed, his thoughts w^ere 
continually occupied witli the young girl, 
as he then had no time to think of any tiring 
unpleasant or painful. Be was no longer 
alone; there w^ere he and she, they two 
alone in the mountains. Txvo eyes always 
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seemed to be resting on him .from sdmetiiing 
beautiful close by. They were so. near one 
another, because they were many .miles 
from the valley. He might go there bn a 
visit, but he would prefer that they should 
meet b}' chance, perliaps db^vn on tlie lake.. 

He often fished along the shore on the 
' other side, but be never sa%v her : and when 
he rowed home he laughed at himself for 
actually being disappointed and sad. 

He had to Ic cep her continualljf in His 
thoughts in order to feel quite calm. The 
mountains ' seemed to acquire a peculiar, 
grandeur. One evening he ro^ved out ' to 
a little island and lighted a large bonfu'e ; 
but still no boat came rowing out ; only 
the , silent shores looked on. He no , longer 
went about in Avooden shoes, hoAvever ; and 
he always took care that his shirt and his 
hands were clean. Not because he expected 
any one, but because there was always 
something beautiful Avithin him, for AAdiicb 
he had to adorn himself. ; 

At last one day a man came up from the 
A'alley with a pack-horse, and before Einar 
could preA'enl him, he had told him that 
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middle of which the ted sky was reflected. 
Twilight euvelopcd the silent shores in a 
light haze. The homes and the green fold 
of Norhy Sieicr were reflecLecl in the water, 
and in the wake of the horst laj* two rmvs 
of, rings in the water, loft hy the dip of 
his . oars. 

Gradually he seemed to enter a peaceful 
land, imd at last lie shipped the oai-s find 
let the boat drift. Gradually the world 
■ grew large and radiant.. -TIic moors looked 
at him and smiled. ' Everybody was happy 
in the main. , , ■ 

“ Good heavens ! ” he thought. * “ Now 
I’m beginning to understand what love is.’' 
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fifty years of age. with a bald head, n long 
broTvn beard, and spectacles. ITe had a 
fine, high forehead, and nice eyes. He rvds 
well kno%vn for his land disposition, and as 
he was most unsuspecting, he loved .many 
things. As regarded religion, he was li 
warm advocate of a national ChrisLionity. 

“Yes, I’ve come on an important errand 
to-day,” said Fru Thorn, sipping her glass.' 

Both the schoolmaster and his ’.vife looked 
attentively at her. She conlimicd with a 
.smile, as she looked from the one to the other ; 

” It’s in connection wdth recent events. 
It, has been a sad time, and a disgi’ace'to 
the district.” ' ' . 

“ Yes,” said Frii Hcggcn, ■ .shaking her 
head as .she knitted. ^ 

“ But we who sit here have got off fairly 
well. I only got sneered at a little, in the 
papers because I was rude enough loivish 
to take one of their children for a time ; 
and you, Heggcn, have been found fault 
with because 5'ou remained neutral.” Fru 
Thora could not help laughing. . ' , 

“Poor man I ”1 said tlie schoolmaster, 
playing -with his beard. - ; 
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■ '4 “Xe-cs ! : Tt’s.liard on him, and we won’t 
l^ge Waiigfihv’’ said she, ‘‘ bnt as long as 
we liy,e^,m ah. orderly community, I suppose 
we havedlie right to some protection ; and 
tt;doesn’t do to go on. as 'VYangen has done.?’ 
jFru'; Hcggen shook Her head . once more, 
and looked at her husband. 

But ..the ijerson w'ho lias suffered most 
oaring, Ahk; time, dear friends, is Norby ; 
&d .1’ ve cohie to propose that we make 
Inm ; .some reparation in one forni or 
toother.”-;-- ; • 

l-.vHeggeh roto, and left the table in order- 
to fill himself a pipe, wliich he slowly lighted, 
tod, then returned to the table and seated 
jnn&eif._- Out of doors the sun was beginning 
to set, and sent golden beams in to them 
(htbiigh the tree-tops in the garden. 

,( -‘t'VVeil, what did you think, of 'doing ? ” 
Heggcn. finally asked, \yhile he endeavoured; 
td ihake'; his pipe draw.,, , 

VF-ra ^Thdra , .coloured a little. , She ;had 
expe^ed that she ..would meet with oppo- 
sition here, , so;, she, ha^ come here first. 
She. braced.. herself, .and’ continued courage- 
duily,; 
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“ Weil, we see, what our gi’eat politicians,, 
for instance, do when one of their number 
has been exposed' to unjust attacks. 'Jbey. 
give him a banquet. And I think we 
might give a little festive entertainment 
for Norhy ; it might be as simple as 
possible.” - , ■ ■ ' , , , ' - ' 

Heggen and his wife looked at one another.. 
“ Ye-es,” .said he; but with a slightly 
embaiTassed smile. . 

There was a short pause, winch Fru 
Thora dared, not allow to become too long., 
“With reference to the heart of,. the' 
matter,” she said, “you, too, believe,- do 
you not, that Norby was altogether, in the 
right?” '■ ■ 

“ Yes,” said Heggen, shaldng his head a 
little. There seemed, to be something he 
Avould not say.. \ . 

“ Yes,” said Fru Heggen, ■ too ; . “ he’s 
said from the very first that Wangen.was 
guilty, and Heggen has a w-onderful power 
of , judgment in such cases.” . \ 

“ Well, then,” said Fru Thora, “ I hope 
you won’t let old disagreements ’ stand in 
the way this time. We ought Areally 'to 
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fclginV’to appreciate the worth of, others 
than those we alwa 5 ^s agi'ec- with.” 

Ti; Oh Hear . yes 1 ” said Heggen eagerly. 
But udio did you think of asking to join ? ” 
Ru Thgra laid her pretty hand . upon 
the rtible, as if to give more emphasis , to 
iiewvrords., 

‘VAU -who wish to. T^lie authorities, 
;pe{usants--all without difference. Wouldn't 
it he nice if Go%'ernment ofitcers and country 
people .-for once joined hands and said : 

One of our. best irieh has been persecuted, 
and -his name sullied; here, we are, and we 
'iVill join hands and wiish him clean again.’ 
Ati examiilc should really be set to, show 
:tliat; Christianity and national feeling arc 
not mere words,' but that -we actually help 
brother when he is in need.” 

‘AHas Norby taken it to heart ? ” asked 
Heggen, ivith a look of sympathy. 

; ‘‘ i don’t know ; he is so proud, lhat man. 
He certainly doesn’t comjjlain. But nowj ' 
to-day, my brother in Bergen uTote to me 
-and asked if it were really true that Norby 
had defrauded the wddow for whom he’s 
trustee { That’s ‘ the Avay ill-natured re- 
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niarks spread; and how much wouldn’t & 
man lose by such things ! ” • ' • . ■ ' . 

“ Oh yes/’ sighed Fru Heggen ; “ there’s 
always some one ready to repeat an., ill- 
natured' thing.” _ - ' ■ 

“And there’s one thing •we must be all 
agreed about,” continued Fru Thora, ■“ and 
that is that a better .head of a family and 
.master than Norby is not to be foimd in 
the district; ’inhere will you find aiiy one 
so good to his old servants and men ?” / ' 
The schoolmaster thought it over, and 
the' -warm appreciation of Norby’s goodhess 
' to his farm-servants touched him and oyetr 
came his last scruples. • 

“ Well, I’m qtdte willing to join,” he. said. 
“But 'who is to make the speech?”- he 
thought to himself. • ' : 

“ Yes,” said Fru Thora, taking another, 
sip of wine. “But jmu aren’t going. to be 
let ofi so easily. Y'ou wiU have to make 
the speech. . No one can do.it so well.” 

“ I ? ” said Heggen, his brow flushing ; 
but he finally agreed. If a few’^ words "^re 
to be said in honour of Fru Norby, perhajis 
Fru Thora of lidarende might attempt them.. 



’ ;THEf.;POWER ■ OF , A '.LIE 278,' : 

^ she felt'reiieved and iihppy 

'-'st;hayng here.' How ; the rest 

',wphld:,be^^ ; ;,and she hastened 

Ido'^ "the 'avenue as briskly as a young girk 
■•WhilA;the last rays of the sun fell .through 
tiiV leaves 'Upon- her ^ dress f ■ ' *. - . 

4 With no of Fru Thora’s plan, 

-VKnut Norby yas sitting that day hard .at 
■;wdrk.^ ■mth his . accounts. . He had at /last 
. f^leh' .again into his old ways. He had ’ 
ww^ted ■so much , time on all , that hpnsense . 
?'TPfith.'^Vangen that there ,be an endiof 
^;tliis■!■t^he• midst set to work, and malce up for ,, 
.i^what lie i had - lost. : 


• hair had grpivn.a.littlis greyer, dming 

few. months,: and. he was pale and ' 
; tired ; it- had been rather trying, the, way 
'jthings-.had gone on. , ; ' ■ 

^^'pWllenj he had hnished and gone . out bn 
^^b;. the, ’steps with his "pipe in his mouth, - 
:-7lngeborg;came up to , him, and told him, 
rypth/teafs m-;her..eyes,, that ..the old dairy- . 
■inaid\:was dead. ^ 


'■his pipe in his waistcoat ., 
.- .pbpket /and went across ovith ; her ' to the 
i^ipeopttage. . The two old farm men were 


2r4 the POWER OF A- LIE 

sitting by the bed in' the little room, looking 
straight before them, with their large coarse 
hands folded between their knees., The 
eyes of the one who had been engaged 
oyer, and over again to the dairymaid were^ 
wet. ‘ ' , ' ^ ‘ 

Norb}', too, stood and looked at the pl^ 
dead servant with trembling, lips. y 

That afternoon he went up over, .the hills 
to the little cottage where Lars ICleven’s. 
■widow sat sorrowful. t^Tien he entered— lie 
had to stoop tmder the ceiling — the old-, 
woman was sitting, by her spinning-'wheel; 
She rose in alarm, thinking, “ He’s come 
to take the cottage from me after all.”,' . ■ ' 
“ How are jmu ? ” asked NoAy, . sitting; 
do'wn with his stick between his Imees; ’ , 
“Thank God, I can’t complain of rny 
health,” she said timidly, “ but I’m dreading 
,the ■winter.” . ' • .V, ■ 

“ Well, the dairymaid’s leaving us no'w,” 
said the old man, “ and her little room will 
be empty. If you can be satisfied with it,- 
you can move into it for the rest of your ! 
days, i-tlunk they clean it to-day, so-.it’U" 
be ready to-morrow. And your eowt and 
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fo.wls-^yes—you can- bring them with , you. , 
There’s room enough.”. ' 

; :;ThA',;old ' woman her -hands and ; 

gazed/ at .him \in •amazehient for a .little 
wmie,. before .she sajik do-wn and burst 
into I'tear^., , But at that, Norby left ; - he; 
didjiibt like tears. , , . ' ■ ' 

j.; ^;As::.be brudged -home^^^ he had no 
feeling of having done anything good ; .he 
hiad biily.. moved- a tlihig into its proper place; 
rli' is; true her husband had let himself be 
tempted by Wangeh and his people, bub he, 
Ipobr- fellbw, lay, in his grave now, and there 
was .nothing more to be said about that.. ^ 

, ' PnbhU he sat . down and looked out 

oyeb the valley, which lay bathed in the 
Ijfet.:' 'gleams of sunsiiine, with long, blue 
shadows -ovcj the lake. He sat there for 
Some time, : his hands resting upon his stick. 
•.'He -felt as if he had come into, a haven 
after . a bong storm. They had been e\dl , 
days, und , sleepless' nights ; but one could : 
;hot;bxp%ct to- have things ’ always go web., 
piey had .tried every 'possible Way to injure 
hfe—rlies and slander, .newspaper vulgarity, 
bots/ cb; bus fa,rm^^ and— itifluencmg Einar. 
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well, th<: b.’.iy shoitW never henr tbe,. 
<:iinbtest allusion to that inaUcr* - ' ' 

But there w.ns one iliinjt ?hnt tin; olfi man- 
coiilfl htmily help hui.^niin*:? ;d, and that war? 
lluit at one lime he had rcidiy I bought that 
his own lifitids were iioi nuite' olefin. He 
rniiieti nov: jultl shook his head : it was too' 
fuiuiv. He I'enitJriheml, loo, now, llud at 
Uitil. diuiu-i- in town Waiigeti lu'.fi .asked 
hijn lo slaiul surelv. But that they had 
then goife to the Grand and sighed-'-e-? 
li w'lxh incredible audacity to say such a' 
tiiiugl , 'v 

It w.'is what )us Wife always S!!id-~-he' was 
often .too khid-hrnrted, . espceiJiily in -good 
comjUiny ; and heeanse he wjss kind-hearted, 
he hu(i beiioved that if 'Wangcti could go 
and .Siiy ho had stood surely there must 
i)c something in it- Ho did not know, then 
whiit ji .scoundrul the fellow was. ' ' . 

And now at Inst there would be peace 
in the district, again, and labour conditions 
would be decent once njorc. Pcrliaps sbme 
people believed some of the cniunmics about 
him, "W'dl, let them believe them ! .Me 
lived on. his farm, and cared for no dhc. .! 
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CHAPTER VIII 

When at length the day for the dinner 
conld be fixed, it became a busy tiirie for 
Fru Thora. Slie managed to get it agi'eed 
to, that. for once they sbordd try to Idndic 
exhilaration without the aid of strong (^-iiilc’; 
there should be onty home-made wine and 
milli. , To make up fot tliis, she got,, hold 
of the best members of the young men’s 
club, and began to rehearse a play that, was 
to be acted after the dinner. She also in' 
tended to . decorate the -walls of the large 
town-haU, in which the dinner was to ;bc 
held, in a way that -would form a suitabh 
, frame to the guest of honour. 

When at last the great day arrived * sK( 
was both "worn-out and nervous ; • fo:^ as 
usual when one person is energetic and thro-vy: 
himself heart and soul into a matter,- tin 
other members of the dinner-committee hac 
sat dovm and left ever^hing to her. .7 ! 

In,, the afternoon of that day she heard 
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.tliat . Fi'u Wangeh was still .confined to , her 
bed ; whereujf)oh -FruvTiiora very; quickly 
made, up her mmd;that, she could not take 
part/ in .any-/ gaiety./that . evening, without 
first haying inquired about the poor woman. 

. K there , was nothing else • to be don^ - she 
would oher to take her in for a time, and ; 
the 'children w’ith Her! . ; . , 

‘ Wien she came to the little eottage among 
, the .fir-trees in which the Waiigens had last 
/lived, she found the door locked and the 
shutters., before the windows.' An iincbm- 
fortable fear made her. actually run./up to 
: the , farm, .where ‘she- met a girl; who. was 
..drawing up, water from, a well, v ' / 

“/Where is Fru.Wangen ? ”■ she asked. 

“ She is up in an attic here,” said the girl, 
.y “ I suppose l ean go up to. her ? ” ' , • . 

, The . girl shook her ' head. . Fru Wangeh 
' Would not even', speak to’ the master ; ■ and 
both .the priest , and the doctor had, come 
to see her; ; and , she , \vould hot see either;. 
df''tliem.- '..'h,'," , 

- - .“ Oh, but do go up and tell .her it’s nie ! ” , 
'.said.Fru Thora. : - /V ■ ... , - 

f;' ' The -girl' took.' the bucket and. went ; but 
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Vr'hen slie catne put , on to the steps again, 
she shook her head. Fru .Wangen wanted 
to_ he alone. . Besides, the girl then added, 
she had got up and was going to see her. 
children. , i 

“But what is she going to do now?” 
asked Fru Thora. ' 

, “ Nobody knows,” said the girl. “ She 
doesn’t say a word about it.” ' - , • 

Fru Thora had tears in her eyes as , she 
went homewards. Of com’se this dinner for, 
Norby must woimd Fru.Wangen, but it 
really could not be helped. Guilt is guilt, 
and reparation must be made to the in- 
. nocent. ,■ . 

It was Saturday afternoon, and the dinner 
was at seven. Tlie last loads of. hay had 
been driven in from the fields, and the 
well-raked hills had taken on a soft, dark 
green eolour ; while- the leafy slopes had 
here and there begun to get golden patches, 
-upon wluch the , sun shonel ! ■ . ' 

Wdien, at about six o’clock, tlie first 
carriages drove, up towards the . town-hall, 
they met near the fjord a tall, -pale woman, 
hrm'^g along" wnth bent, head. It was-Fku 
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Wangen. Hei' little, faded straw hat seemed 
to have been put on in a hurry, and stood 
off too much from her head, raised by the 
qxiantity of fair hair that still lay like a 
crown above her pale, beautiful face. 

When she got out to the ridge that de- 
scends steeplj)- to the fjord, she gaw no 
more carriages in front of her, and seated 
.herself upon a stone by the wayside. . Slie 
rested her elbows on her Imees, and her chin 
in lifer hands, and gazed out over the fjord, 
whose calm surface reflected the red clouds 
in the sky. ■ . < 

When She had seen the“ children, wdierc 
should she ' go ?— what should she do ? 
Could she keep ' both herself and them ? 
Or — oh no, she ought not to think of that 
now ; for thinlcing was -what she could 
not and dared hot do. She passed her 
hand across her forehead and sighed. “ I 
hmst take care,” she thought, ‘‘ that what 
is ,in there doesn’t get loose, for theii I 
might go mad ; and then I shouldn’t be 
allowed even to see the children.” 

(* 

She had had a letter from Wangen that 
day ; he said that he was trying to obtain 
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a pardon. But she was not equal to further 
faith ; she could not believe in his innocence 
any raoreJ If he had only confessed it 
at first, at- any rate to her! But now! 
Her father had been right. Her. father! 
The whole thing overwhelmed her like a 
terrible darkness. . ‘ , . 

Suddenlj' she started upland hurried on. 
She must manage ,to reach the children 
before dark, for she dared not be out alone 
when it was dark. . , , 

I’iTien the carriage drove down the avenue 
from Norby Farm, the two daughters sat 
opposite their parents, and Einar' with the 
coachman on the box. Einar had come 
home quite unexpectedly. That evening 
when he rowed across to Buvik Saeter he 
had met vith a great disappointment. The 
: doctor’s daughter had left for the valley 
that afternoon. , - , . 

From that time Einar found it unbearable 
up on the mountains. It was no help now,' 
in his expeditions over the moors, . to look 
over to Buvik S^tef. The disgrace he had 
•fled from ■ now met him both , out ■ of 
doors '^d indoors ; and his eagerness to 
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reach' this young -vVomah' therebjn 'became 
. greater >tlian' ever.; S6 he packed up.-his 
, ^things andVset off. He must; catch /her, up ; 

' ' he' must know for a certainty whether she' 
:'cared for. hm or not. ' , . ■ - ‘ ' . . . ; 

• A,t home he settled dowri in a wonderful' 
: way. ; The 'good conscience that every one 
there had ■yv’as • infectious ; , and he -cpuld not, 
but feel glad that his parents should now 
.;b^, rewarded' for all their troubles with , this 
, ^ It; was high .time tha-t -he, too, gaye 
■up' his 'Ugly suspicion^ ' 

' 'As . he SBjt upon.' the boxi He gazed at- the 
,'>harriages that. were, driving > up 'fo the fiag- 
,:deeorated , 'town-hall. ; Would' she be ’.there 
.'.•this evening? •, ' ^ 

Norby looked handsome as she. 
sat leaning a little , towards her husband, 

; .dressed in a .silk: dress and light straw 
bonnet. " Eluut, However, was by; no'mearis, 
rliappy ; , for as he grew to feel liimself more 
i;; and more firmly in the right, he had become, 
i' more . indifferent ;to the respect of the district. 

: ' .Fahey if people were making this .fuss be- 
cause they 'Were .sorry., for . him !; In that 
'case;he would like to tell' them that. they 
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were , mistaken. There Svas nothing the 
matter with him j^et. Nevertheless, as he 
saw carriage after carriage drive xip to the 
town-ball a smile played about the corners 
of his mouth j for he w.as thinking of Mads 
Herlufsen. Would he corn e ? Or was he 
sitting at home sulking ? , In that case, 
Norhy would like to see liim. , 

As tliej- drove into the yard of the town- 
hall, Einar saw the doctor’s gig driving 
away. There was room for only two in 
it,. the doctor and his wife, so she was not 
there. He had been so anxious about this 
for days and nights past that the disappoint- 
ment rvas very great, and for a moment 
he lost all desire to go in. Something awoke 
in him that shook him and said : . “ "iMiat 
are you about, Einar?” ■ 

Between two flags on the steps stood the 
bailiff and Fru Tlmra of LidarCnde to 
.receive the guests of honour; and Einar 
slowly followed the others. up the steps. 

Laura, who to-day was wearing her .first 
light silk dress, grew' suddenly -red Avhen 
she noticed a beardless youth standing in 
the passage and, looking at her. It, was 
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the bailiff’s son, , who had lust taken his 

f " 

degree in forestry. “ I wonder if- he will 
fcalce me in to dinner ! ” she thought, her 
'heart beginning to beat. 

The only person who lived in the town-, 
hall building was the midwife of the district, 
who had two rooms'' in one wing. There 
the pastor’s wife was now busy, at the head 
of a flock of ‘ maids, serving the' dinner. 
-She was both angry and in despair, because 
the 'Kailway Hotel, which was providing 
the dinner, had forgotten to send gravy 
with the joint, and now a servant came and 
said that Norby had come, and that people 
were sitting down to table 

“■Who’s asked them to sit do%vn to table ? ” 
cried the pastor’s wife. “ A nice dinner- 
committee they arc ! ” And she rushed to 
the telephone' and rang up violently. 
“ Hullo 1 Are you never going to Icf us 
have that gravy ? ” 



CHAPTER IX 


IViJKX Kovby entered the hall, ilie first 
thing lie noticed vas that Ilerlufscn v/as 
not among the guests; but all the othei* 
magnates -were there, and there was a general 
greeting when he appeared. 

It w.as a large, airy hall, and the setting, 
sun shone through the long windows that- 
looked out upon the fjord, and formed three 
broad bands of light across the floor, upon 
which the festively attired guests , moved, 
either througii tiic daric or through the goid. 
There was a hum of conversation, and ihere 
was a continual cracking of whips outside, - 
. where fresh carriages were driving up to' 
the steps or oil towards the roads. 

Among the dress-coaled faiyners, who, 
cautiously kept close to the walls, -wliikt 
they glanced at the long table decorated 
w'ith flowers, strutted the owner of the saw- 
mills, a stout man, with a gold chain dangling 
upon his expansive w'aistcoat. He laughed 
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loiidiy, arid his- ^ .face, shone; for when' 
he; had - heard,, that ’ there was nothing , to; 
he -got here but home-made wine; he had , 
indulged; a. .little , . before, hd left home; 

Ladies'- and gentlemen,” he said;. -with a.; 
wSVe, of- his,!hand, I don’t think you’re 
ili a properly ,festive..mood yet-.”, 

a stout mah vvith silver^ , 
hair and beard, took Norby by'thC; arm -and . 
-pointed but the wa;lls_. ’They w;ere decorated 
’’with flags and garlands , of leaves ; , and'hcre . 

’ andithere, in.'jplace of arms, -were old, artistic , 
domestic articles, such as painted and .carved 
harness ; and , saddles, ’wooden , spbohs , ahd ; 
howls With flowers painted on , them. . Ifru: 
!;Thpra had lent the rudiments of her cotirifay ' 
: museum.' ■’ . 1 ' V- ' • ■ ' 

Look here ! ’’ said the ihagistrate, with ; 
t a pleasant little laugh. “Tsn’t that pretty .? - 
; There’s, Norwegian , nature in the. greenery,' , 
.freedbm’ iii ‘the flags, and pur' Northern ; 
; culture in all, ;the , re^.;, ,The ' conibmatiph 
forms a- beautiful harmony.”' . , ■ -h , . 

. : Yes,: ;it’s : quite prett;^^” said .Noihy, , 

■ yuth a, slight 'yaw;n. - Suddenly he felt, his 
tcpathails; pulled, and - ^turning . round ' he 
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found two old acquaintances , smiling' ' at 
him, both farmers from up the valley, who 
had been jurymen at the trial. ' . 

- “ Wliat, have yoir come 'all this way ? ” 

said Norby, taking them by the hand: 

They told him that Wangcn -was supjposed 
to be busy upon a . fresh newspaper article, 
which . accused ' the jtirymen of partiality, 
and •when they heard that, they were so 
■ angry ■ that— that they set - their teeth and 
came to the dimrer too. • , 

But now Norby ivas led to the. table. ; At 
one. end of the long table a kind of raised 
seat had been arranged for the guest: of 
honoui’; and on one side of , him sat , his 
■ivife, on the other the wife of the magistrate. 
Wlien he looked down the table, and all 
the haiidsome, women in gay silk bodices j 
and. male notorieties with wide shirt-fronts, 
he could not help turaing his head to his 
Vvdfe and whispering : ' . “ This -is just ' like 
what we had at our silver wedding.;* - ■ 
Durmg the soup, Einar got into a discus- 
sion with a member of the Storthing, who 
sat opposite him. ' Several others took' ipart 
in the discussion, . and Einar . grew angry, 
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ikt suddenly he felt as if an invisible hand 
hVd struck him, and a voice -vvithin him 
said ; Yes, be severe in your Judgment 
of jotbers,' Einar, 3‘ou who arc. such a hero 
yotu’self I ” And he instantly bowed his 
head and yas silent ; and he felt the blood 
mohnt to bis face. 

IjQura, tme enough, had been paired with 
the bailiff’s son ; and though he had not 
-yet 'noticed her new dress, she still felt 
tliat’cverjdlung was wrapped in a wonderful 
golden mist, and she had 'a vague notion 
.that this was her own wedding. 

‘‘After dinner you must help me witt 
something,” -he said to her. 

“ Wdiat is it ? P she asked curiously, as 
she tried to push an obstinate wave of bait 
off her foreheadk 

“ I won’t tell you now. You must unit.” 
; WTren the Joint was served, the school- 
master rose and tapped his glass. This was 
Fru Thora’s great moment, and she felt hei 
heart beat .with Joy and pride, for there 
had been so ,much ill-will between the 
schoolmaster Heggen and Knut Norby 
Now Heggen was standing there, and wns 
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going to make a speech in honom-. of liis 
enemy. ■' This, was her, work. .And thfere 
had been many misunderstandings between 
the. schoolmaster and the old magistrate.: 
but she had made Heggen take the magis- 
trate’s daughter in to dinner': for they 
should all be friends this evening, and learn 
to. understand one another. 

Looking at the speaker, “ Isn’t he hand- 
some ? ” she whispered to the gentleman 
who had taken herein. The sun was just 
sinking, and its kst rays plaj^ed upon the 
glass on the table, and rnade the tulips in 
the large bouquets glow. 

Forks were laid down and faces turned 
• towards the schoolmaster’s tall figure. :His 
voice vibrated with emotion, and 'Fru 
Thora thought she had never heard him 
speak so beautifully as now when he w'as 
making a speech in honour of his old. enemy; 
He called this dinner an event in the district.- 
He held his glass in one hand, and . with 
' the other fingered his long beard, and looked 
at nothing in particular , through liis .spec-- 
tacles, while the sun threw , a ray of light, 
' across his fine forehead. ' 
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this ivas an event, because he had never 
seek so jtnany dissimilar people united in 
a cWmon object, a common desire to do 
good. There were still Birkebeins and 
Bagters to divide people in this country; 

, but mis evening he seemed to read a message 
of spring in this - festive .meeting. Like 
Olaf at Stiklestad, he seemed to be looking 
out oyer the rvhole eomitry with its blue ' 
hilla and shining fjords,* over farms and 
lands, and into ' the many minds ; and he 
descried the day when all men /would be 
united in a sabbath atmosphere, with hands 
'■'joined in brotherhood, united in waging war 
against the powers of evil, united in helping 
those who had suffered wrong. “ "iYhatever 
religion we profess, or party we belong to, 
we shall henceforward agree in considering 
that, the human in man is higher than all 
difference of opinion ; and when the human 
being, Norby, suffers persecution and dero- 
gation, as he has lately done, we hasten 
to' him, enclose him in a chain of fraternity, 
and say : ‘ Here are we, your brothers 

‘and sisters, Knut Norby ; ivill 
you (dean. Here rye are | 
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Scarcely a breath was heard during' the 
impressive speech, until the sound oflgentle 
weeping was heard a little way up the table. 
It was Fru Heggen, who -always cried when 
her husband made a • speech. - 

Graduallj- several faces turned from the 
.speaker to the guestS;of the eyeningi , Fni 
Nbrby sat with her eyes full of tears, and 
' smiled ; but Norby , looked down,- ■ and 
modestly shook ,his head,- as if -to - say', 
“ You mustn’t say anything.more, Heggen.” 

Yben at. length tlie speech came to ah 
end, and the guests rose to di’ink with the 
.. guests of honour, the saw-mill owner roared : 
“ Long live Norby and' Fru Norbj’’ h Hip, 
hip ! ” And his abandonment to the' spirit 
of the occahon was quickly foUovred, and 
the hurrahs rang. . : . 

Ingeborg sat and looked on with tears in 
her eyes. Her joy. was unbounded : she 
• thought how’ patiently her father had borne 
air the persecution ; she thought .of her 
pray^ers, and involuntarily looked upwards, 
; saying to ; herself; “My God, 1 , thank 
They , for answering my pray-ers.” ' .Slie 
secnied to see ' a host of good, protecting 
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spirits above the heads of her parents 
there. Her mother looked at her ; they 
-b^th had tears in their eyes and smilcd. 
Tmy remembered the night when they 
dated not go to bed after the riots at 
No^bv. 

' 'to Marit Norby it seemed now as if all 
^evil, all suspicion were melting and must 
be wept out ; and it fell so delightful that 
she Could not help .smiling all the time. 

But w’orsc was to come, when Fru Thora 
of Lidarende rose, after the Icnives and forks 
had clattered for a time, and made a speech 
in her honour. It w'as a woman’s and a 
, mother’s heart beating with hers. IVIcntion 
was made of her struggle to keep up her 
husband’s courage in adversity, even while 
she was nursing her son through a dangerous 
illness. It W'as a great deed, a woman’s' 
heroic action, such as is seldom mentioned 
at festive entertainments, but is often, very 
often, performed in secret. 

No one had ever heard such eloquence 
> in a woman. She stood there, slim, youth- 
^ ful in appearance despite her hve-and-fort)’^ 

' years, full of fire and warmth of feeling. 
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Her hearers were astonished that this feeling 
did not overwhelm Her and make her- burst 

into tears: but she stood and smiled all 

. * • 

the, time, although her eyes were rvet;' 
Bycry one had ' to acknowledge . that she 
was handsome, in her plain black dress and 
little -white lace collar about her neck. . It 
was no wonder that she showed feeling, 
for she -was thinking ail the time of hci 
own son, the little Gunnar of Lidarende. 
who was in bed with whooping-cough. - ■ " 

The toasting and cheers for Fru Ivorbj 
were deafening • but she burst into audible 
weeping, for it was true.' It had' been - e 
hard time. 

At the mention of his mother and hh 
illness, Einar was also touched, and weni 
up and drank vdth his parents, - . 

It had gradually grovm so dark that ,th( 
large hanging lamps over the table had 
be lighted ; and although there was nothing 
but home-made wine, spirits had risen, • S( 
that most of the faces shone red in the lamp 
light,' the conversation was lively, and:'th< 
■ laughter resounded. 

The'two jurymen were seated at the lowe 



A . One:;of : them now said, 

c\utipusly;to the, other :; Isrftit^ customary 

Mciair the guest of 101^0^^^ . 

i:S ,We, mustn’t be m a hurry,, sai 
^^wersCat the agrio^tutal school. . 

Si5y? said 

■pahiph: began. , .to^ .^.^a once. .been 

latousmg to think ^ ,am- 

>0 Aintmiate:. wuth ISorOy ^a . . . , 

||£ow a silence. leU . 

'.assembled. Ills .’coice ^ ^ ^ (or niy. 

3^: ‘Anmst.^etmnt^ j 
ir cannot ihelp thinking. 

i judge.” oried enthuSastically ' 

.’.diunk. 'FrayThora 'urethe im 

ild.iLongliye.the judge! .Long. , .... 
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This evoked loud applause, and the sa'.y: 
mill mrncr led the eiithusiasm v.ilh his 
“hip, hip.” One of the jurymen started 
\ip. snyi!\g : “ Come ! Now we’ll take him S;’ 
“ Don!t be in a hurry 1 ” said Ihc other. 

Yes,” said the fir.st. “ Wc’ll show .people 
that we repudiate Wangen’s charge af 
partialily ! ” . ' • , 

At this the other rose, too, and they both 
stole up to take Norb}- by the arms. At 
fir.st the old man resisted strcniiously, but 
when one of the jurymen said : “ Come now, 
Kaity,” . memories of younger days v/crc 
called up, <and he laughed and gave., in, 
, Tlic whole company shouted when he- was 
carried round ; and when he bad got bad 
to his scat, Fru Thorn got up and said tc 
a young farmer’s wife : “ Then Fru Norbj 
shall be /carried round tool”, And thej 
rushed up and took Slarit by the arms 
and the entliusiasm increased, except nitl 
the saw-mill owner, where it gradualh 
began to come to a sad end. While thi 
others grew merrier as they atc .and dranl 
home-made ■wine, Jiis spirits began ,to g< 
down, more and • more, and he whispercc 
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iy;the‘:miig}M;mto ; ■- *’ Don’t -yon think >ve', 
sVtaU jiaye '.a , little sonicthing with • the 

, feofcr 

nTlW 'niagistrnt e, shook: his and the 
^lin-ow-nci’ , sighed deeply and wiped his 
:/j6rehead. y ■ • : 


I.-.shy,” said Norby to his %Yife 


it’s 


strange th.at Ilcrkifsen . isn’t here ! ”, ■ , 

Hpiy nanghty yon . are ! ” vrhispered 
lan.ghing : and the, old man chuckled, 
vspceehes ibilowcd/ the best being. 
6nc'd>V a .''^onng, tone in honour of his 
ijquntry^. -The '.national song was then sung 
sending,- sevcTal' taking parts ; and fmally 
■Pastor . 3 oiTjng rose. He knew that die ' 
cwas.cecpcetcd to say something, and altliougli 
fhis, .presericc had been Svell considered, he; 
;felt. strangely oppressed. After Wangen had 
made use of a forged letter in court, he undciv 
stood of. course that his first supposition 
had: been, correct, and that Ijar.s Kleven’s , 
confcssipii had only been the crotchet of a' 
dying man.; . but nevertheless he could not 
.helpv thinking of Wangen, and to the sur- 
'piise,’"of ' eyery one he norv began to speak 
-pP hiin.'^ lie asked those present to give a 
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sympathetic thought to the unfovtuhate man 
who was guilt}^ It had been rightly said 
this evening that they should join hands 
round him who is innocent. Quite right! 
But let them also, if only in spirit, at the 
same time join hands round him who was 
guilty. He stood most in need of reparation 
and help. And his wife — but here,' the 
pastor could say no more, and sat down : 
and there were tears in several eyes. ■ 
A fresh- astonishment was created when 
Korhy tapped , his glass, and rising said. : 
“ I propose that we start a list to mahe ;a 
collection for Fru Wangen. I will do what 
I can myself. We must , remember that 
she is left with three children unprovided 
for!” ' ' 

There was a pause when he sat down. 
People looked at one another with eyts 
that said: “He’s a man in a thousand!” 



CHAPTEK X 


Arn:/f the sweet v came coffee, jHid ihe 
con%'arsaSion wns soon being enrriecT on 
Ihrongh clouds of tolmoco-smokc. 

. Bo you know who Xorbv is iike ? 
satd Efu Thorn io }kt ncigiibour, wlio ^cas 
the maglstrnlCK 

The msgjstrnif loi3ked up with his cigar 
ill his inouUi. and answered : “ No— at 

least, res ’* 

Don't you sec he's like Garibaldi ? ” 

- “Well, now you any it," said the magis- 
trate. 

‘ All down the table the talk wnsS exelu- 
sirdy of Norby- It came naUirally. 'iVo 
farmers told of the King’s last journey 
‘ through the dislTict, w)icn Norby Cfuiclly 
v/cnt up und took him by the hand and 
bade him welcome to the district. Einar 
had lo tell the bailiff’s rvilc about his grand- 
father, lugeborg was questioned about her 
mother ; the magistTUte praised the old 
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man' for his slcill in the game of boston ; 
an estate administrator told about a pro- 
bate case in ' Avhicli Norby was arbitrator, 
and how clever he was in bringing people 
to reason ; the doetbr sat and talked about 
the shape of the old man's head, and es- 
pecially the sign of race in the forehead- 
There was a buzz of homage in the . form 
of little sjanpatlietic touches unearthed .from 
the memories of , all present and held up tc 
view ; and at last the old man was raised 
higher and higher, borne as it v.’cre hyali 
that was wept, said, sung, and felt; theft 
this evening— -elevated upon a golden cloud 
of sympathy and admiration. ' 

Einnr alone had grown coldly serious ai 
the pastor’s speech, and various question) 
thronged in upon him. Through all,, the 
rosy, clouds that enveloped, tlus table, & 
seemed to get a glimpse into— something 
different; . - - ‘ ; 


, The best feelings and ideals of every diie 
seemed -to have met tins evening to paj 
homage to ■his father,;' and he no longei 
dared to think whether his father: were the 
■guilty one or not. . But if— Could it b£ 
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tiiat, v'Llie most ’ kcred , human ^feelings and 
ideals . completely ' blind, so that they 
could Just as easily lend themselves to glorify 
alcrihie.v'a black lie ? ' Could itbe ? Surel}^. 
not !' Was’ it ho guarantee when people’s 
whrds .were glowing w'ith the whole warnith 
bi' tiieir.;^ were wet 

aiidltlieir voices trcmW with emptibn ? 
Was that so ? Surely not! Iliit if*— ^ Was 
itonp- excuse to have .done a thing in all 
gdpd'sfaith ?. For the 'fact, rerhained .that' 
(1. people crowned the criminal, . and tlirew 
the'yihiiLptent into prison, good faith was 
the- most terrible thing of all ; for it - comT 
mitted- . its.' bad actions with divine good 
conscience,, and every one laid down their 
armS;! before it. Was it so ? And did ,,ali 
snch forces as .God,' one’s country, pliilah- 
thrppy, , ' Christianity, lend . themselves as 
garrhents' ; to l adorn the wrong-doer ' and 
honoiir, the, lie ? No, ho ! it '. niust , riot, 
could-not, be so. But that was 'why there 
w.asap Much wrong, done. in the w'o'rld. The 
eyes,; the .Hvarrh , tones,', the’ . glowing 
hearts, ^always formed a defensive, covering 
for, ;that which was bad. ,; Was it so ? .■ > 
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And what about himself?' Had mot his, 
best feelings for his parents made him a— ~ 
He dared not think the word. . 

• It must not, it could, not, be so!, .He 
involuntarily ‘wished there were strong 
drink in his glass, and that he could drink 
himself into a happy mood with- wine , as 
the others did with their speeches. 

He raised his glass, and tried to srnile 
at Ingeborg, She raised hers in reti”’!*? 
w'hile she thought, “ Thank God that Einar 
Avas undeceived i ” , ■ ' ' ' ' . . 

Suddenly some one said : “ Oh, look out 
.there!” Several rose from the tabk abd 
Avent to the AvindoAA's.- Against the dart 
fjord, that reflected the starry sky, a gleam- 
ing rocket rose into the air, AA-hile another 
Avas already raining down in fiery sparlvs 
of many colours. A new one rpse, and in 
its first -brilliant blaze Laura could be sefeh 
bare-headed, and in her silk dress, -and by 
her side the bailiff’s son. , ', ’ 

There were several exclamations, and 
.Ingeborg said : “ Oh, indeed 1 ' Tliat yv'as 
why Laura had a headache and had to 
go out 
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rocket and inunimaicd 

tbc i'ivb -stiindirig in the dark, j\mt as lamra 
t<k>lc lioki of the .m«Jg man's arm to drwv 
him. a lifctk %vay frnm the rockot, It was 
lier finstfte.iHh'.r, care for hinik 'i'hcji it was 
Sark .fipVe .more ahoiii thenij wlnlc the iiery 
sparks rained down iron) the sky, refleeted 
yt 'the time . in tlie dark, still fjord. Into 
wliieh'; tiiev rmallv fell, 
f'l' Jiooh ! cried those at the vvindow;?/ 
h.,6h- : look ! V " ph, that As'ns lovely ! ” 
h Both, blue, and red!” And all the time, 
ihomerithry Hashes of light glejimcd upon 
the iiyo yoimg people, wln> stood there and 

into the sky in 
;lhe still, evening. - , 

k'pyhcn a-t' last this was over the lamps 
in ,tbe hall were suddenly cxlinguished. A 
titlkTing AVii$ heard, and a few indignant 
ladlesh.vdices : hut suddenly a curtain was 
drawn nsidci mid revealed a Norwegian 
nibuhtnin landscape, inurninatod by paralfin 
hsuips 

.Goodness me 1-” thouglifc Einar, “ Arc 
iyc going to’ have that bid play that every- 
body „khpws ?■*’ ■ ; . ' ' ' , 
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But all al once h yottng girl, In Nonvegian 
costume came forv/ard aiid began to talk' 
to an old man. It was-:-Eiuar gazed In 
perplexity —it was she ! It was the doctor’s; 
young daughter. That was why she had not: 
been at the dinner, then. She had perhaps 
been rehearsing up to the last moment.’ 

Sore and' despondent and dbturbed as 
Einar was already, this surprise threw h.ini 
into the greatest agitation, Ilis heart beat, 
and something warm began to run tbrongh 
his limbs. There she was ! And howlovcdg 
she was in that dress ! And gradually the; oil,- 
iamps turned into sunshine, and theridicrdqus 
decorations into actual wood and mountain'; 
and the good patriotic moral of the play 
acted upon him with a wonderful power. ' 

But when the young girl went olf the, 
singe the piece seemed to lose its interest,: 
and he turned to Frii Thora with .the, 
question whether there Hvus to be dancing 
aftmvards. “ Yes,” she said. Good !, Ke 
would aslc tlie doctor whether his daughter 
might stay, if he promised to seedier home.- 
Perhaps it might turn out a wonderful 
evening for him yet. ' j 



CHAPTER -Xi 

f :KNDT;.N 9 KBY-r(^ libme tliroTigli the still 

;-;higHt:-. with :Man^ and Ingeborg, as, the 
other / two, 'stayed on -for /the dancing. , A 
golden .nioori had risen' above, the - liills* in 
;thej east, .and - shone' npoii the wavihg corn- 
;,fifel(3s:,:?ahd the. calm , fjord... It . w^ such 
good, weather'., just now for the, crops that 
It '.promised to be a good,, harvest ; and’ as 
tKnut'.sat-ihh'ere; lie \vas filled with 'a gentle 
h.bfce, ’ and. .felt a;, desire to thank Gpd. .• 

■ As /they passed, the churchyard,' he' looked 
Irivinvoluntarily./ .lyiio could tell, how soon 
he .-might -.be , /lying, there ?; It , was . better 
to'jnake.'.good use' of the time Syhile one had 
ijt.y, Lars Kleven lay there now— he .who 
so; wanted ' to lie; quiet in his /grave. Well, 
.&dy gf aht . 'he might have peace I And 
there lay. the : dairymaid '. m'- her freshly 
made grave,' and was perhaps dreaming 
how 'in the /early rnormng that .she had to 
getViip ' to-, go- to. the cows.' . • . ; ' . 
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A warm ^nnci sighed on Ihf; leafy slopes, 
and brought a scent of fetnumting hay from. 
Hk; lofLs about. Mountain and, lake lay 
in a great calm peace. , . , 

“ Tliank God I ” said Ingeborg, , looking 
up at the stars ; and they all three sat 
u-ith the same feeling, and ^vords were 
unnecessary. 

"WTien at length they drove into the yard. 
Knnt savr that the flag was still up the 
servants had forgotten to talcc it , down. 
But Norby did not get angiy now j he 
could lake it down himself. 

WTicn he called for some one to take the 
horse, no one came. 

“ Have the}’ all gone to bed ? ■’ said Marit, 
a little out of humour. , ' ; 

“Oh well,” said Norb}', “it’s not much 
to be wondered at; they have to be up 
in the morning.” And he began to unhar- 
ness the horse himself. , ■ 

When at length he came up to . the 
bedroom,' Marit already lay yawning in bed, 
but Norby began to pace up and down 
the floor, with his thumbs hooked into 
the armholes qt his waistcoat. He was 
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in far too good liumour 'to go to bed at 
once. - 

“ Ab well,” said Marit quietly, “ tliis 
can be an example to others, and encourage 
people to be patient and enduring.” 

“Yes,” said Norby, stopping at the win- 
dow, where he could' see the fjord in the 
moonlight, “ the main thing is to act 
honomably ' and uprightly.” In a little 
while he said : “I don’t know how it is, 
but I seem to have been away from Norby 
for a' long time, and only to have properly 
come home again now'.”. 

“ Bear me, yes ! ” yawmcd Marit. ‘‘ But 
-it has been a hard time,” 

Norby still looked out over the lake in 
the moonlight. “ Yhere must have been 
some pm-pose in it all,” he said. “ I may 
often have acted with too great severity, 
but now' I think it will be better for every 
one in the district. I shall do my part, at 
any rate.” 

His w’ife did not answer : presumably she 
was too tired. 

When at last Norby got into ,bed, he folded 
his hands and said a couple of verses of a 
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bpan, lie i'df. so near io God; nnd the 
rc.spcct find M-nipnilsy of the ’.vhole distTid 
no^v shone into bis cttosciencfi, Ind he ^voiiW 
Ihftnk God for if. all. 

“ But there i« one thin," I can't under- 
stand.” hf tiionght. after a \\dtnc, “ nnd that 
is how people ran Kiund like \Vin\j'r.n with 
n cahn face nnd lie in court. God help 
those who finve no more conscience Lhnh 
In do it 1 ” . 



